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1 — "It's now — or never!" gritted Second Lieutenant Bill Keene 
through clenched teeth. Below Bill, one of his men was held fast in 
the coils of a huge python! Every second, the snake's coils drew 
tighter as it crushed its victim. Using a creeper, the Lieutenant 
had climbed the tree from which the python hung. Suddenly the 
young British officer hurled himself down upon the deadly reptile. 



2 — Bill's twelve-stone body thudded into the snake and his arms 
grasped it firmly. The sudden shock, and the extra weight, broke 
the python's grip on the tree branch. Down to the floor of the 
jungle crashed the big snake and the two British soldiers. Now, the 
other members of Keene's patrol acted. Their jungle knives 
flashed, until the snake lay still. (Continued on back page.) 



Nightingale has taken up Channel swimming as a sport — just for a free feed! 




RECORDING SECRETS! 

LJENRY LITTLEJOHN 

and his Jazzmen were 
beating it out. They 
ployed a solid rhythm that 
made the fans want to 
jive for hours. 

In the Roneo Recording 
Studios, the recording engineer 
in his soundproof room turned 
up a thumb. He grinned at the 
band in Studio One through 
the thick plate-glass observa- 
tion panel of his control and 
mixing room. 

Henry Littlejohn responded 
with a hot lick on his trumpet, 
then nodded to a youth in. a 
soundproof box at the far end 
of the studio. The youth's 
mouth began to move. 

A modem record can be a 
"mix" of sounds from several 
studios. Often, a singer records 
in a completely different place 
from the band. The singer 
wears headphones, and so does 
the bandleader. 

The tall, elegant youth in 
the soundproof box moved his 
mouth. No doubt the lads of 
the Litdejohn band who looked 
over thought he was singing 
— but they were wrong ! 

Kevin Barry, the eighteen- 
year-old, handsome youth was 
rapidly rising to fame with his 
red-hot rock 'n' roll and 
ballad records. Actually Kevin 
could not sing a note ! 

In Studio Two, wearing ear- 



phones, a squat little man sat 
in a leather armchair. His feet 
were on another chair, and a 
large family-sized steak and 
kidney pic in an enamel dish 
stood at his elbow. 

The stocky little man was 
Nightingale Nobbs, Twenty- 
five years old, with twinkling 
eyes and a gigantic appetite. 
Nightingale was reckoned to 
be Britain's ugliest man. 

His head was topped with 
a stubble of red hair. One of 
his ears was a superb specimen 
of the cauliflower type. His 
nose looked like a lump of 
roughly - handled Plasticine. 
There were only a few teeth 
left in his mouth, and, in 
addition, nearly every available 
inch of his five by five body 
was tattooed. 

Nobbs was a wrestler, one 
of the best in Britain. Though 
small, he was tremendously 
strong, and had abnormally 
long arms. Now he was aiming 
for a fight for the heavy-weight 
wrestling title of Britain. 

Nightingale was also a 
superb singer. He could handle 
any sort of number from rock 
and skiffle to ballads and senti- 
mental love songs. 

A crafty little concert 
promoter called Scott Lettis, had 
dreamed up the bright idea 
of using Kevin Barry, a 
tall, elegant youth from Liver- 
port, as a " front " for Nobbs. 

While Nightingale did the 
singing in some quiet spot 



far from the gaping crowd, 
Kevin went on stage and 
mimed in time to his squat 
and ugly partner. 

So far, Scott Lcttis had 
managed to keep the mime 
trick very secret. Only a few 
essential people, like the chief 
recording engineer in the Roneo 
Studios, knew what was going 

Now. as he heard the music 
zipping through his earphones. 
Nightingale laid down the knife 
and fork with which he had 
been mauling the pie. and 
launched into " Atlantic 
Rock."' 

Henry Littlejohn had his 
group going in real seaman- 
like fashion, as Nightingale 
sang through the song. 

l ittlejohn took off in a hot 
trumpet lick, and was followed 
by a trombone solo then, by a 
hot Dixie chorus. Nightingale 
sang the third verse of the 
number, and the record 
bounced, wildly to a rocking 
conclusion. 

" That's another winner 
Mister Lettis," the recording 
engineer remarked • to the 
small, worried-looking man 
beside him in the control room. 

" Well, you blokes know 
what's what," shrugged. Lettis. 

" Let's go with ' Ballad of the 
Channel Swimmer,' then," 
declared the studio manager. 

A few seconds later, the 
Littlejohn group was rapping 
out the opening chorus of the 
" Song of the Channel 
Swimmer." The tune was slow 
and dreamy, the complete 
opposite of " Atlantic Rock." 
Finally, Nightingale's voice 
joined in, 

"She was a dainty mermaid, 
and she stood just five 
feet tall. 

I was a Channel swimmer 
with a passion for the 
crawl. 

We met on a stormy crossing 
in the merry month of 
. May, 

And we fell in love together 
between Dover and 
Calais." 



Kevin, miming merrily, 
grinned widely at the same 
time. He enjoyed the comic 
ballad very much. 

" How are you doing. 
Swimmer ? cooed the 
mermaid like a dove. 
It's a long way back to 
Dover. Would you like 
w get a shove ? 
Maybe I could assist you ij 
you hang on to my tail. 
If you wallow here much 
longer they'll harpoon 
you for a whale. 
" Tell me, O lovely mer- 
maid with your hair so 
long and gold, 
Why do you live in the sea, 
Maid, and ain't it 
blooming cold ? 
I must live in the sea, man, 
I heard the mermaid 
wail, 

I spent so much time in 
swimming that I grew 
this flipping tail /" 
In Studio Two, Nightingale 
eyed what was left of his steak 
pie Wistfully. The sight of the 
cooling food gave his voice the 
necessary sorrowful quality 
that made the song funnier. 
" Once I had legs like you, 
man, and I zcorked at 
weaving wool, 
But I spent each morn and 
evening in the Bradford 
swimming pool, 
Sow, in the English Channel, 
I spend each lonely 
day, _ 
Dodging the blinking liners 
and watching the jelly- 
fish play . 

' ' I took her home in a basket 
and I kept her in the 
bath, 

And I bless the day I grabbed 

her when she swam 

across my path. 
Now I Channel swim no longer 

— I'm as happy as can 

be-— 

Except that, every evening., 
?ca have fish and chips 
for tea !" 
The Song of the Channel 
Swimmer was on. wax. Nightin- 
gale relaxed, dived at his pie, 
and was relieved to find it was 
still warm, 

MERMAID PUBLICITY. 



" IT'S the ideal publicity 
stunt," declared Scott 
Lettis earnestly. " It's a 
sure-fire success idea." 

" So you say,, Lettis, old 
boy," agreed -Kevin Barry 
coollv. " Isn"t the record doing 
all right without stunts?" 

" Any and every record can 
get a helping hand from a bit 
of stunting," asserted the little 
concert promoter. " If we go 
down to Dover, they're sure 
to play the Mermaid Ballad, 
and it'll be broadcast during 
the television programme of 
the big Channel race. Since 
it's a Eurovision hook-up, the 
song will be heard in every 
European country." 

" Okay," drawled Kevin. 
"I'm sure Nobbsy will play 
ball, if you tell him there's a. 
smart spot for black puddings 
in Dover." 

Scott Lettis grinned feebly 
and went in search of the ugly 
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little man who was busily 
making a fortune, not only for 
himself, but for Barry and 
Lettis as well. 

The concert promoter 
tracked the wrestler down in 
his hotel bedroom, doing 
exercises to strengthen his neck 
muscles. 

" Here's the idea, Nightin- 
gale," Scott explained. " After 
the show tonight, we run down 
to Dover and see off the com- 
petitors in the cross-Channel 
swimming race. It's been 
arranged that we give every 
one a record of the Ballad of 
the Channel Swimmer and a 
local beauty queen will dress up 
as a mermaid and be hauled 
around in a cart." 

" Sounds dead corny to me, 
mate," replied Nightingale. 
" But I don't have any objec- 
tions. When does the race 
start ?" 

" They leave at ten o'clock," 
Scott Lettis went on. "Your 
wrestling bout is scheduled for 
seven-thirty and your concert 
for eight-fifteen. If we leave 
Margate by nine, we should be 
in Dover long before ten." 

" Nothing like a quiet 
night," chortled Nightingale 
rustily. " You sure keep me on 
the move, mate." 

So began one of the most 
hectic evenings in the life of 
Britain's ugliest man ! 

Nobbs, Kevin, and Scott 
Lettis _ were in Margate. 
Nightingale had an unimportant 
fight against a local lad, a fight 
he had fixed just to keep fit. 

For once, the wrestling had 
been arranged because there 
happened to be a concert 
engagement on the same night, 
a reversal of the usual process. 

In the Ascot Cinema, Kevin 
was appearing to act as front 
for Nobbs in a half-hour song 
show arranged by the enter- 
prising cinema manager as part 
of the film performance. 

Later, the three would be 
piling into Kevin's sports car, 
a brilliant red VR 4, for a dash 
to Dover, where the great 
annual cross-Channel swim was 
due to start. 

The evening started accord- 
ing to plan. Nightingale was 
first on the bill, and promptly 
at seven-thirty he entered the 
ring. As usual, his entry was a 
signal for pandemonium to 
break out. 

The stunned audience viewed 
in silence the full-rigged ship 
tattooed on Nightingale's 
massive chest. They goggled at 
the mermaid and the sketch of 
Tower Bridge, London, on 
his back, and they blinked at 
the snake running down his 
right arm. 

" This way for all the fun of 
the fair !" roared one geezer. 
" Tonight, the Tattooed Man. 
Next week — the Bearded 
Lady !" 

" Who's that, mate ?" asked 
Nightingale, looking down at 
the ringside seats. ," You ?" 

The wag was needled as the 
people round about laughed. 
He glowered up at Nightingale. 

Curly Clark came into the 
ring rather nervously. He was 
making his first appearance as 

(Continued on next page.) 
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THE GLIDE TO THE SIDE 










( 


GET YOUR BODY BEHIND THE BALL 
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HOW TO GET THAT HIGH BALL 












CUTOUT HIS CUT-IN 












THE LEFT-RIGHT TRICK 












TAKING A PENALTY-KICK 












THE FREE-KICK AT GOAL 












SWAP TALL FOR SMALL AT A CORNER-KICK 
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The decision of The Mystery Trainer and The Editor 
of " Adventure " in all matters is to be final, 
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with the competition 



OUR COMPANION PAPERS, "THE ROVER," "THE WIZARD" AND "THE HOTSPUR" ARE 
ALSO RUNNING COMPETITIONS. TRY THEM ALL! 



a professional, and he had heard 
things about Nightingale Nobbs 
that did not make him feel very 
happy. 

However, when he saw the 
squat little man, nearly a foot 
shorter, than himself, Curly 
felt happier. As for Nobbs, he 
saw at a glance that he had a 
rookie to deal with. 

As a result, the Margate fans 
saw six rounds of excellent 
wrestling. Nightingale let the 
lad put all the holds he knew 
on him, then broke them with 
the greatest of ease. 

In reply, Nobbs applied many 
counter-holds which baffled the 
novice. Every time, however, 
Nightingale's grip seemed to 
slacken, and Curly struggled 
clear. 

• 'l H ,? y >, N °bbsy, it's after 
eight, bawled Kevin at the 



£™™£!?£?l^^^i.!if" {he Loch Ness monster. 



end of the sixth round. " Get 
a move on, mate." 

"Sorry, Kev," grunted 
Nightingale. I was enjoying 
myself. Right, I'll hurry it up " 

With that, he suddenly 
grabbed Curly by the left arm, 
whirled him round, upended 
him, and tied him up in a 
folding press. It took exactly 
eight seconds ! 

. Of course, the round ended 
immediately, as rounds do when 
a fall is secured. When one of 
the wrestlers has both his 
shoulders pinned to the canvas 
for a count of three, it counts as 
a fall. 

After a minute, the eighth 
round was announced, and 
Curly came out, arms out- 
stretched. Nightingale grabbed 
ms opponent's wrists, fell on 
his back, brought up his feet, 



and pitched Curly right across 
the ring in a Flying Mare. 

When the youngster rose, 
he was immediately upended 
and flattened to the canvas, 
where a rolling body scissors 
forced him to submit. The 
fight was over. 

" Nobbs wins by two falls to 
none," roared the M.C., and 
as the trowd cheered a fine 
exhibition, Nobbs shook the 
young wrestler's hand. 

" You'll come on, mate," he 
encouraged. 

" I sure learned a lot 
tonight," replied the Margate 
lad ruefully. " Thanks for the 
lessons, Nightingale." 

Nobbs was already through 
the ropes, however. Kevin flung 
a coat round his pal's shoulders 
and they raced to the VR 4. 



NOBBS— SWIMMER! 




What's missing from this 
mobile crane? Something that's really vital for 
the jobs it has to do! No crane would be complete 
without one- just as no cycle is complete 
without a Sturmey-Archer gear. For touring, for 
training and for everyday cycling, a Sturmey- 
Archer gear is a must. For Sturmey-Archer gears 
are tough yet surprisingly light in weight. 
Sturmey-Archer make a whole range of 3-speed 
and 4-speed gears, and they're fitted 
to all the best cycles. 
Make sure one is fitted to 

yours— then your cycle 
will be complete! 



no cycle 
is complete 
without a 
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Jj^J the Ascot Cinema, 
the film was in its last 
minute, and the manager 
was biting his nails, when 
Kevin and Nightingale 
hustled in. « 

Scott had prepared the stage 
for the performance, and a 
microphone was waiting for 
Nobbs in the wings. 

For half an hour Nightingale 
sang merrily, while the cinema 
audience yelled for more. 

Just before nine, the stage 
show came to an end. With the 
applause of the big audience 
still ringing in their ears, 
Nightingale, Kevin, and Scott 
Lettis hared for the VR 4. 
" I hate travelling in this 



death-trap," grumbled Scot 
Seconds later, he was hangir. 
on to his hat as Kevin picke 
up speed on the coast roac 
Nightingale still wore hi 
wrestling trunks with a cos 
thrown on top. 

Suddenly, with everythin 
well under control, the situa 
tion began to get out of hand 
Ihere was a bang, and th 
VR 4 slewed wildly across th 
road. 

Kevin fought the slide 
straightened and stopped tb 
car, then stepped out to sei 
the trouble. One of the bad 
tyres was flat. 

''Puncture," commentec 
Nightingale. 

The wrestler bent down 
grabbed the. back bumper oi 
the sports car, and yanked thf 
wheels clear of the road. 

" Save time if we don't use 
a jack," he remarked casually, 
putting the back end down 
again. " Come on, Scott, get 
out for a bit. We gotta change a 
wheel. 

Drivers of passing cars 
stared in astonishment a few 
minutes later. Kevin Barry 
was feverishly changing a 
wheel, while Nightingale 
Nobbs, legs wide apart, held 
the car up. 

Though the VR 4 was not 
tremendously heavy, Nightin- 
gale's action showed what 
terrific strength he possessed. 
He had the car in the air for 
four minutes before the wheel- 
change was complete. 

" Good for you, Nobbsv !" 
chortled Kevin as the "car 
started up again. "I'll stand 
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In Venice a man is employed to feed pigeons. 



a dozen pies in Dover for 

that." 

The three of them had been 
ed by fifteen minutes, 
however. The car finally roared 
a to the beach from which 
-wimmers were due to set 
with about five minutes to 
spare. 

A worried-looking man 
:.ed up to Scott Lettis. He 
some sort of official badge 
in his lapel. 

" Sorry I can't use your 
' Channel Swim ' record after 
all, Mister Lettis," he babbled. 
" We've lost the gramophone 
needle !" 

" What ?" howled Lettis 
and Kevin Barry in chorus. 

" It's a fact !" exclaimed the 
official. " We were using a pick- 
up with a special sapphire 
needle, and somehow it worked 
loose. Ordinary needles are no 
good." 

"We'll sing the song 
straight, without accompani- 
ment," rapped Lettis. " I 
need that publicity. You have 
a hand microphone and a 
length of cable ?" 

" Sure," nodded the official. 

" Well, run it under cover, 
and when Kevin Barry makes 
the presentations he'll sing the 
ballad on the platform." 

Two minutes later, Nightin- 
gale was led to a tent and 
handed a microphone. 

After that the publicity 
stunt went well. Kevin handed 
over the records, and mimed his 
number while Nightingale sang 
in the tent — still in his wrestling 
trunks and coat. 

The Eurovision cameras and 
microphones sent the catchy 
ballad all over Europe. 

Scott Lettis rubbed his 
hands as Kevin stepped down 
from the small platform. Eager 
though people were to see the 
start of the great cross-Channel 
race, they still found time to 
applaud. 

In the tent, Nightingale laid 
down the microphone and 
stretched. Grinning, he picked 
up a pie from the pile that 
Kevin had bought for him. 

At that point two men 
entered the tent. They stared 
at Nobbs. 

" So you made it after all !" 
said one. " Well, you'll have 
to swim without grease — there 
isn't time for it. Your boat's 
number seven — seven, savvy ?" 

The man held up seven 
fingers, while Nightingale 
mumbled through his mouthful 
of pie. 

" I don't savvy Turkish, 
mate."' shrugged the man, 
grabbing Nightingale's arm. 
" But there's two gallons of 
soup on the boat, and enough 
grub to feed you from here to 
New York. Come on !" 

Kevin Barry stood watching 
the start of the race on a tele- 
vision monitoring set. The 
crowd was so solid at the 
water's edge that he could not 
get close. 

Suddenly the tall, elegant 
youth from Liverport stared, 
gaped, and gasped. His eyes 
popped out like organ stops as 
the swimmers walked down to 
the beach. 

" It appears that Abdul 



Attaturk, the Istanbul cham- " As a matter of fact, when one 

pion, has turned up after all, of the men in the launch tried 

folks," remarked the com- to pull him out of the water, 

mentator. "See him there, at Nightingale pulled the boatman 



With a can of kidney soup, 
and a stack of pie> for 



number seven. He's a startling 
sight, isn't he ? He looks rather 
like the well-known all-in 
wrestler, Nightingale Nobbs." 

As a gun boomed and the 
Channel-swimmers ran into the 
water to start their twenty-mile 
swim, Kevin ran forward, 
yelling hoarselv. 

" Hey !" he bellowed. " That 
really is Nightingale Nobbs !" 

FLOATING RESTAURANT. 



me I" 
Nightingale 



Nobbs was in 



m ! They say they're going to full cry ! 

leave him alone till he gives Kevin Barry scrambled up 

u P ( - ( " to the bow of the boat, and 

" Get a boat and we'll go dimly made out the shape of 

after him," snapped Kevin. his pal just ahead. Nightingale 

Nearly an hour passed before was lying on his back, ap- 

the boat was organised, how- parently floating and having a 

ever. Kevin, Scott Lettis, and whale of a time, 

a boatman headed out into the " Hey, Nobbsy !" roared 

Channel. Kevin above , the singing. 



yelled 



V^*"*^ ore we 9°' n 9 
to do?" moaned 
Scott Lettis for the 
thousandth time. 

" Hire a motor-boat and go s trorL 
after him, of course," snapped boatmen 

Kevin Barry "He isn't dinger, this boy, even though 
greased, or anything. We know he ain't a Turk 



The great swim had been 
going for nearly four hours 
before Kevin finally located 
Nightingale. Their boat came 
up behind official boat Number 
Seven. 

"Where's Nobbsy?" 
the tall Liverport youth. 

" Just ahead, and going 
grinned one of the 
He's a real hum- 



he can swim, but the Channel 
— that's different !" 

" There's no need to do 
that," declared the official who 
had organised the presentation 
of the records and the broadcast 
of the ballad. " We'll radio the 
control boat and ask them 
fish Nobbs out of 
and send him back." 

" Great !" exclaimed Scott. 
" Maybe there's a publicity- 
story in this somewhere !" 

" Always thinking about 

money !" growled Kevin Barry 
" wn,„^ :r \i„ui 



" How did it happen ?" 
asked Kevin. 

" Well," said one of the men, 
" just before the race, we went 
into Tent Seven to collect a 
rope, though we'd been told 
that our man wasn't swimming. 
"We saw this guy there, 
the water hustled him down to the water, 
and just made the start. 

" He never said a word we 
understood all the time. We 
thought he was the Turk till 
the control launch came back. 
Now he won't come out, and 



What if Nobbsy takes cramp he's right, because he's going 
id drowns ?"• strong " 



and drowns 

" He won't do that," another 
official pointed out. " He has 
two men following him in a 
boat. They'll see he doesn't 
drown." 

Kevin looked a shade 
happier, though he was 
worried about his squat pal, 
and could not understand why 



" Your fault, Lettis," accused 
Kevin. " You hid him in that 
tent to sing, and he's been 
mistaken for a swimmer. After 
all, he only had his wrestling 
trunks on, remember." 

" But why would he want to 
swim ?" wailed Lettis feebly. 
He could easily have said 



" What's the game, mate ?" 

" Hello, Kevin !" boomed 
Nobbs in his rust^ voice. 
" Coo, this ain't half a lark. 
Never had so much fun for 
years !" 

" What's the stunt, you old 
walrus ?" demanded Kevin. 
" Have you decided to emigrate, 
or something ?" 

" Listen, Kev," Nightingale 
replied from the water. " This 
Turk and I must be blood- 
brothers. He's got that boat 
stuffed with grub. Two gallons 
of soup — one gallon kidney, 
one gallon tomato ! Five dozen 
meat pies, four cold chickens, 
and a cold roast duck ! Two 
hams and five large vacuum 
flasks of very strong Turkish 
coffee ! Now — I ask you !" 

Kevin, laughing hysterically, 
scrambled back and reported 
to Scott Lettis, tears of 
laughter running down his face. 

" Nobbsy is swimming the 
Channel because he's got a 
floating restaurant behind him," 
Kevin announced. " He kidded 
the two men that he was the 
Turk. You'll never get him 
out of the drink till the last 
crumb is gone." 

Gloomily, Scott Lettis 
settled down for a long, cold 
trip. 

It would be pleasant to 
record that Nightingale won. 



Nobbs should be impersonating who he was, and explained why In fact, he came eighth, last 



a Turkish swimmer. 

Ten minutes later the official 
came back. He looked very 
unhappy as he faced Scott 
Lettis and Kevin Barry. 

" Nobbs refuses to pack it 
up," he said gloomily. 

" How can he refuse ?" de- 
manded Kevin angrily. 

" Says he's started and means 
to finish," explained the. official. 



he was in the tent.' 

" Let's ask him," Kevin 
Barry suggested. 

The boatmen nosed their 
launch closer to the official 



man to finish — but he finished, 
though seventeen others gave 
up ! 

" He could have won !" one 
of the boatmen kept saying, 



craft, and Kevin scrambled almost crying with disappoint- 
aboard. As he did so, a mighty ment. " He deliberately went 
voice rose out of the sea, just slow." 



ahead. 

" A life on the ocean wave, 
a home on the rolling sea, 
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" I told you," Kevin beamed. 
" Nobbsy had no intention of 
stepping ashore till the last 
' scrap of grub was swallowed. 
That's what he came for — the 
feed!" _ 

Television cameras were 
already recording Nobbs' pro- 
gress as he climbed ashore 
not far from Calais. Scott Lettis 
was getting a lot more publicity 
than he bargained for. 

" So you're not Abdul Atta- 
turk after all," observed one 
interviewer. " Well, Mister 
Nobbs, what are your plans 
now you're on French soil after 
eighteen hours in the 
Channel ?" 

" There's some talk about 
edible snails and frog's legs," 
stated Nightingale grinning. "I 
aim to get me a plateful." 

Accompanied by his tall, 
elegant pal, the stocky wrestler 
strode away — towards a shop 
marked " Cafe " ! 

A French thug is out tor vengeance 
next week — and Nobbs is marked 
down as his victim! 
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Smiler wants your jokes, riddles, illustrated 
jokes, brain-teasing catches, handy hints and 
any other items that would interest Adventure 
readers. If your entry appears on this page, you 
receive your choice of one of the six top-notch 
prizes you see illustrated. 



SHOOT FOOTBALL WALLET 
GAME 

johnny—" I like this dog, but his legs 
are too short." . 

Shopkeeper—" What's the matter with 
them? They reach the floor don't they?" 

—Box of Tricks to T. Blaylock, 3 Whitby Road, 
Loftus, Yorkshire. 

* * ★. ★ 





WruTyourintry on a postcard, state the 
prize you prefer, and send it off to:- 
SMILER'S PRIZE PAGE, 
"ADVENTURE," 
12 FETTER LANE, 
FLEET STREET, 
LONDON, E.C.4. 




PENKNIFE 





POSTAL ORDER. 



BOX OF 
TRICKS 




Do you know that a pack of cards cor- 
responds to the days, weeks &c. of the 
year. There are four seasons in the year 
and there are also four suits in the pack. 
There are fifty-two weeks which corres- 
pond to fifty-two cards m the pack, and 
if you count all the digits in the pack 
including the face cards as the value of 
ii, 12, 13 plus the joker as I you will get 
the total of 365, the number of days in the 

^Three-Colour Signalling, Torch to D. Gillan, 
185 Rye Road, Glasgow, N.l. 

★ * ★ * 
Joe— "What time is it, Jim?" 
Jim— "Just a minute. I'll consult my 

wonder watch !" 

Joe— "Why do you call it a wonder 
watch?" 

Jim—" Because every time 1 look at it 
1 wonder what time it is!" 
--Three-Colour Signalling Torch to T. Taylor, 
" Glendeag," Tobermore Road, Magherafelt, 

Co. Derry. 

* * * * 



— Sfioof Football Game to D. Ferguson, Park Gate, 
Victoria Drive, Troon, Ayrshire. 

•k -k * * 

Have you heard of a city being 2-i miles 
above sea level? There is one and it is 
La Paz, the capital of Bolivia. 200,000 
people live in it and it has the reputation 
of being the highest capital in the world. 

-Penknife to N. Myerson. 212 Queens Drive, 
Wavertree, Liverpool, 15, Lanes. 

* * * * 

Teacher—" I must send a note to your 
mother and thank her for those four 
lovely apples she sent me." 

Willy—" If it's all the same to you, l a 
be glad if you would thank her for six!" 
—Three-Colour Signalling Torch to T. Coupe, 6 

Richmond Road, Towcester, Northants. 

★ * * * 

At the beginning of this century, 
passengers travelling to and from India 
via the Suez Canal, who could afford 
the more comfortable cabins on the shady 
side of the boat, would be given cabins on 
the port side, going out, and starboard 
side coming home. These passages came 
to be known as " P.O.S.H."— Port out 
Starboard home— thus giving a new word 
to our language. .„„„*■ 

—Box of Tricks to A.. Barr, Sawmill Cott, Fair- 
Burn, Urray, Muir-of-Ord, Ross-shire. 

* * * * 

What can you throw in a pond without getting 
wet ? 

Your shadow ! 
—Penknife to D. Craddock, 29 John Street, 
" Beech," Sowerby Bridge, near Halifax, 

Yorkshire. 

★ ★ * * 
Stephen—" How many fish have you 

caught ?" 

Roger—" Oh, I can't count them. 

Stephen—" But you haven't caught any 
yet." 

Roger—" No, that's why I can't count 
them !" 

—Three-Colour Signalling Torch to V. Squire, 
The Nest, Love Lane, Bickington, Newton 
Abbot, S. Devon. f 




- -Postal Order to P. Norgate, 164 Coalway Road, 
Wolverhampton. 

★ * * * 

Tides are mainly caused by the force 
of gravity exerted by the moon and, to 
some extent, by the sun. Both try to draw 
the water of the oceans towards themselves. 
An additional cause is the centrifugal 
force set up by the rotation of the earth. 

—Shoot Football Game to A. Jacob, 11 Ely 
Road, Ipswich, Suffolk. 

* ★ * * 
Why is a colt like an egg ? 
Because it's no use until broken ! 

—Box of Tricks to M. Williams, 32 Cowley 
Hill Lane, St Helens, Lanes. 

* ★ * * 
Grocer—" Do we need any more new 

laid eggs?" . 

Assistant—" No, sir, we have enough in 
the storeroom to last for a month or so! 
—Box of Tricks to J. Stephens, 39 Carnforth 

Crescent, Grimsby, Lines. 

★ ★ ★ * 

If a fire won't light at all, try this simple 
hint. Place a piece of pumice stone m 
some paraffin until it soaks up the oil 
and its pores become filled with paraffin. 
Then place it in the grate with the paper 
and wood, and the fire will light easily 
when the paper is lit. 

-Postal Order to W. Shacldeton, 53 Matthouse 
Road, Crawley, Sussex. 



Tenant—" Sorry, I can't pay any rent 
this week." . 

Landlord— " What, again? You said the 
same thing last week." 

Tenant—" Well, I kept my word, didn t 
I 7 " 

—Postal Order to R. F. Ladbury, 27 Malvern 
Road, Headless Cross, Redditch, Worcester- 
shire. 

*•**.* 
If you wish to change a broken bottle 
into a drinking glass use the following 
method. Fill the bottle with waste oil 
to the desired level, then plunge a red-hot 
poker down into the oil. The bottle will 
break and you will have a tumbler with a 
neat, level rim. . 

—Three-Colour Signalling Torch to S. Genn, 1* 
New Lane. Middleton. Leeds, 10. 

* ★ * • * 
When is a ship like a book ? 
When it's outward bound. 

—Box of Tricks to P. Steele, 14 Balnagask 
Road, Torry, Aberdeen. 

* ★ * * 
Stranger— " Say, Sheriff, is it peaceful 

round these parts?" 

Sheriff—" Why it's so peaceful round 
here we had to shoot a man to start a 
cemetery!" , , _ . 

—Wallet to E. Blackridge, 42 Berrylands Road, 

Moreton, Wirral, Cheshire. 

* * * * 

Fred and Bert had just received their 
pocket money and were discussing the 
different amounts. „ 

" If you gave me one of your coins, 
declared Fred, " I'd have as many coins 
as vou." . . .. 

" That is so," replied Bert. But if you 
gave me one of your coins I should have 
twice as many as you." . 

Can vou work out how many coins they 
each had orieinallv ? 

•L :^?H P UE suiod S peq psij 

—Postal Order to T. Reed, 47 Woodland Road, 
Northfaeld. B:::r.ir.gham, 31. 

* * * * 




—Postal Order to B. luaot, Ward 18, Dundee Royal 
Infirmary, Dundee, Angus. 

* * * * 

Schoolmaster—" Can anyone tell me the 
name of something with one horn that is 
very dangerous ?" 

Willie — " Yes, sir, a motor car ! 
—Shoot Football Game to S. Waugh, 22 Mote- 

hili Road, Girvan. Ayrshire. 



Why 



does the taxi driver pass a city gent to pick up Syd Sutton? A TV screen provides 



the answer! 




EASY MONEY. 



THE audience applauded 
as Syd Sutton, making 
his first appearance in the 
TV quiz programme. 
" Treble Your Money," 
walked briskly on to the 
stage. 

His face had been stei on 
the TV screens before, and his 
appearance was known to many. 
He had unrulv hair and a some- 
what battered but cheery face. 

It had become battered be- 
cause he included boxing and 
rugby among his sports. Syd 
was the assistant porter at 
Cramphurst University College. 

Originally, Syd had appeared 
on TV when he had become a 
last-minute replacement for a 
student suffering from severe 
staee fright. His cheery 
personality had come over well 
on TV, arid Roland Benson, the 
producer, had managed to keep 
Syd in the college team despite 
the opposition of the college 

The quiz was taking place on 
a Thursday evening, and Syd 
had travelled to- London 
especially for it. He had been 
coaxed into taking part alter his 
success in the Cramphurst 
College TV quiz team 

Svd was greeted by triendly 
Fred FUsfoy, the Quiz Master. 
The latter" sported a mortar- 
board and gown for the pro- 

= Svd's gnn broadened be- 
caus'e the quiz master reminded 
him of Dr Booker, the principal 
of the college. 

" Tell us a bit about your- 
self, Svd." requested Filsby. 
" I expect everyone knows 
1 you've boxed for "England and 
played rugger for Midshire, but 
what do vou do tor a living i 
" Most things from stoking 



boilers to mending windows,' 
chuckled Syd. " I'm the assist- 
ant porter at Cramphurst 
College." 

" Are vou a former pupil ? 
abked Filsby, 

" Lummv, no." replied Syd 
cheerfully. " I couldn't even 
pass my school examinations. 

"Ditto," chuckled Filsby, 
" but this time I have the 
answers. What subject are you 
going to pick ? Art ?" 

" No, thanks," Syd retorted. 
" I'd soon have art failure." 

The audience laughed loudly, 
and Filsby, repeating the joke 
so that it would not be too 
subtle for any viewer, wished 
he had thought of it himself. 

" Would you like to be asked 
questions about general know- 
ledge?" queried Filsby, 

" Okay, PH have a stab at 
that," decided Syd. 

" Here's question number 
one," began Filsby. " Can you 
weigh anything on the Beau- 
fort Scale ?" 

" Naw," chirped Syd, 
" That's something to do with 
the strength of the wind," 

" Correct !" declared Filsby, 
" Ten pounds !" 

" Well, for fanning the drip- 
ping, that's the quickest tenner 
I've ever earned,'' gasped. Syd, 
" Question number two," 
Filsby said. " What place is 
sometimes called the ' City of 
Dreaming Spires ' ?" 
• " Oxford," grinned Syd. 

" Twenty pounds !" boomed 
Filsby, " but you lose it unless 
you answer the third question." 

" Well, shoot then," urged 
Syd. 

" Where are Kidderminster 
carpets made ?" Filsby asked. 

" You won't catch me with 
that one," laughed Syd. 
" Kidderminster carpets ^ are 
made in Yorkshire and Scot- 
land." 



" Thirty pounds !" shouted 
Filsby. "Now Syd, you take a 
back seat for a bit. You'll get 
a chance of increasing your 
winnings ; later in the pro- 
gramme." 

A little over a hundred miles 
•away, Dr Booker was watching 
the programme on the TV set 
in his sitting-room. 

When there was a tap on the 
door, he picked up a book about 
ancient Peru and opened it at 
a page. It was a member of the 
staff. Professor Skelton, who 
came in. 

" Ah, you are keeping an 
eye on the television nonsense, 
the professor snapped. " Some 
of the students are wasting their 
time by watching in the common 
room. I .regard it as a poor 
advertisement for Cramphurst. 

" I agree that too much is 
made of his connection with 
the college," frowned Dr 
Booker. , j 

" You could have refused 
him permission to go to 
London," pointed out the 
professor. 

" It would have been dim- 



cult," replied Dr Booker. 
" Sergeant Buckle is not very- 
active as you know, and Sutton 
still has several days holiday 
owing to him." " 

The sergeant was the head 
porter. He was always com- 
plaining that his feet hurt him, 
or that his rheumatism was bad, 
and he left the hard work 
to Syd. , ■ 

"Bah!" The professor scowled. 
" Sutton is being called 
on again ! If he must appear on 
television I wish he'd get his 
hair cut." 

SYD THE CELEBRITY. 

" n° y° u wonf *° s° on 

" and try to turn your 
thirty pounds, by three 
more question's, into ninety 
pounds," Filsby osked Syd. 

" Yes," Syd nodded, PU 
try three more." 



" Good for you," chuckled 
Filsby, " and the first is— 
How many stars are there on 
the flag of the United States r 
" Forty-nine," answered 
Syd. " , 

Miles away Professor Skelton 
gave a sarcastic snigger. 
"The ignoramus," he scoffed. 
" You're right, Syd," Filsby 
nodded. "Alaska has lately 
been admitted as the forty- 
ninth state." ; • , 
Professor Skelton sniffed. 
" I overlooked Alaska for a 
moment," he spluttered. 

Filsby looked at his question 
cards. . 

" Can you name two species 
of birds that are never seen in 
Britain ?" he asked, 

" The vulture will be one or 
them," murmured Syd, "and 
I'll give you the flamingo for 
smother. ' 

" Perfect answer !" shouted 
Filsby. " Name two birds that 
can't fly and you'll win ninety. 
" The penguin," replied 

" That's correct S exckimed 
Filsby. " What's the other i 
You have ten seconds in which 
to answer." 

" It doesn't fly, but it can t 
half run," Syd chortled. The 
ostrich." j 
"You've done it," hollered 
the Quiz Master, and a roll of 
. drums added to the applause 
of the audience. 

"Come back next week, 
advised Filsby. " You will have 
the chance of winning two 
hundred and seventy pounds. 

"You'd have a job to keep 
me away," grinned Syd. 

On leaving the building, 
Svd decided to have a feed 
before catching the train back 
to Cramphurst, He was really 
hungry. 

Syd walked down the street 
and' turned into a big cafe. 
When he entered the restaurant, 
he looked round in dismay 
because the place was full. He 
could not see a vacant seat- 
anywhere. Many of the 



Two-foot long cigars are often smoked in Burma. 
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customers were looking at a 
TV set which was in one 
corner. 

Just as he was about to go, 
the head waiter, who had a 
bald head and a big moustache, 
hurried towards Syd. He made 
a polite bow. 

" You vish for supper ?" the 
waiter asked. " Please to come 
vith me!" 

Syd wondered why every- 
body was staring at him as he 
followed the waiter. 

The waiter led .gyd to a 
table in an alcove. 

" Permit me to congratulate 
you on vinning ze quiz," 
remarked the waiter as he drew 
a chair back for the dis- 
tinguished patron. 

Syd grinned a bit self-con- 
sciouslyT Now he understood 
why his appearance in the cafe 
had created such a stir. 

" You vish for fish ?" asked 
the waiter. 

" I'll take a look at the 
menu," replied Syd who, with 
eighteen fivers in his pocket, 
had no need to stint himself. 

Syd enjoyed his supper. He 
was bowed out of the restaur- 
ant and decided to take a 
taxi to the station as he appeared 
to be short of time. 

An important looking man 
with an umbrella' was wait- 
ing on the pavement and Syd 
stood not far away. 

Two or three minutes elapsed 
before a taxi appeared. The 
important man and Syd both 
flagged the driver. 

The taximan swept past the 
dignified gentleman, who 
looked staggered and annoyed 
at being missed, and pulled up 
by Syd. 

* " It's Syd Sutton," the driver 
chortled. 

Syd asked for Euston station, 
and that was where he arrived 
ten minutes later. 

The train was due to depart 
in three minutes so he had cut 
it fine. Syd made for the nearest 
compartment which was not 
full, and took a seat. 

" It isn't half tiring being ; a 
celebrity," he murmured. " I 
shall be glad to have a sleep." 

A COLD WELCOME. 

r\R BOOKER switched on 
his bedside lamp, 
looked at his clock and 
frowned. It was a quarter 
to eight. 

" Tut, tut, I've overslept," 



he muttered. " It's .not like me 
to miss the bell." 

The tower bell was rung 
seach morning at half-past 
seven and, like many others, 
he used it as his alarm clock. 
Dr Booker climbed out of bed, 
put on his slippers and dress- 
ing-gown and padded along 
the landing to the bathroom. 



knee — but he was not scalded. 

The water was no more than 
tepid. The Principal withdrew 
his leg and shuddered. 

" Sutton must have been 
neglecting his duties," he 
spluttered. "He can't have 
attended to the boilers." 

A few minutes later, after a 
cold shave in the course of 
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The Principal always enjoyed 
a bath before breakfast. He 
turned on the hot tap and 
shivered as he waited for the 
bath to fill. It seemed to be 
an exceptionally chilly morning. 

" No doubt there's been a 
frost," he decided. 

The bath soon filled. He 
slipped out of his dressing- 
gown and pyjamas and put a 
foot in the water to test the 
temperature. 

" Ow !" he roared. 

Dr Booker slipped, and his 
leg entered the bath to the 



which he 'nicked his chin, Dr 
Booker made his way back 
along the landing. 

In the passage he met 
Professor Skelton. In the 
professor's eyes there was an 
angry glare. 

" The place is like an ice- 
house," he wailed. " The 
central heating is not work- 
ing." ; . „ 

" I shall inquire about it, 
snapped the Principal. 

At about this time, Sergeant 
Buckle made his way down- 
stairs at the Lodge. 



" Syd," he shouted, " you 
never woke me with a cup of 
tea. . . 

When he entered the livmg- 
room, the sergeant saw that 
he had been complaining to 
thin air. The room was empty. 
Hearing shouts, he Went and 
opened the outside door. 

The angry and bewildered 
faces of the postman, milkman, 
newsboy and three cleaners 
stared at him through the bars 
of the locked gate. 

" Don't you get up in the 
morning ?" grumbled the milk- 
man. 

" You're holding me up, 
complained the postman. 

"We shan't have finished 
before the lectures start," 
snapped a cleaner. 

The sergeant shook his head 
and turned to go for the key. 

" I can't think what's hap- 
pened to Syd," he grumbled. 

Just then, a student came 
over and told the flustered head 
porter that the Principal 
demanded his presence immedi- 
ately. 

■ The sergeant hurriedly put 
on his boots and hobbled across 
the quadrangle. Lights were 
not on in many of the dormi- 
tories, showing that the students 
were not yet up. 

Dr Booker was in a stormy 
mood. 

" What's happened this 
morning ?" he demanded. 
" There's no heating and the 
students weren't aroused. I 
haven't received my letters or 
the newspaper. My study is 
like an igloo." 

" Svd Sutton hasn't come 
back sir, that's the trouble," 
muttered the old soldier, trying 
to pass the buck. 

" I will deal with Sutton," 
replied the Principal harshly. 
" But vou are the head porter 
and the 'responsibility for the 
smooth running of the college 
rests with you. Restore the 
heating to the buildings at the 
earliest possible moment." 

For the first time since Syd 
ioined the staff, Sergeant 
Buckle descended the steps to 
the stokehole. The slag had to 
be cleared out of the boilers 
before they could be lit. 

Half an' hour later, the ser- 
geant stumbled back into the 
fresh air. He could, so far as 
appearances were concerned, 
have joined the Kentucky 
Minstrels. 

The first person he saw was 

i Continued on page 11.) 
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ADEN, Zanzibar, complete colonial obso- 
lete victory set free. Request approvals, 
enclosing postage. Royce, 9 Church 
Road. Watton-on-Naze, Essex. 
APPROVA-PACKS!! The new exciting 
way to stamp collect. Stamps by the 
100's. Ivory board perforation gauge 
and 12 la'rgc trains. Free! Request 
Approva-Packs now! The Calvert Stamp 
Co.. Ltd.. 15 Westgate. Bradford. 
BARGAIN! Triangulars, birds, flowers, 
animals, giant Russian stamps freS 
Write today requesting low-priced appro- 
vals. S. Smith,- 116 School Road, Dagen- 
ham, Essex. 

DOMINION and colonial approvals. 25% 
discount. Palmer, 11 Reservoir Road. 
London; S.E.4. 

FREE packet commemoratives-, jubilees, 
coronation, peace, U.P.U., Royal visit, 
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Bradford. 



FREE stamp album and 20 stamps. 
Request' approvals, enclosing 6d. 
Additional gifts given. Beeze, 8 Lang- 
land Villas, Mumbles, S« ; ansea. 
FREE stamps! Choose from smashing 
approvals. Postage, 3d. White, Oxhey, 
Vincent Avenue, Llandudno, N. Wales. 
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Bulgaria, Hungary, China, colonials. 
Request approvals, 3d postage. Chambers, 
" The Anchorage," Upper Haugh, Raw- 
marsh, Rotherham 

FREE lucky dip packet, and compe- 
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3d postage.- Felix Stamp Co. (TGA), 
10 Stanah Gardens, Thornton, Blackpool. 
MAURITIUS.— 7 fine stamps free. Send 
3d stamp for id upwards approvals. 
Anson, 84 Shirley Way, Shirley, Surrey. 
QUEEN ELIZABETH pictorial appro- 
vals, one penny each; also foreign. J.B. 
Stamp Service, 21 Cadogan Gardens, 
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SMASHING colonial pictorials with 50 
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Kington Langley. Wiltshire. 
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angulars 1 free! Request bumper low- 
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Fenton, 12 ivy Avenue. Blackpool. 
TRIANGULARS!! Diamonds!! In free 
packet, catalogued 12s 6d. Request 
multi-colour approvals. Hale, 75 Throne 
Road, Biackheath, Birmingham. 
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5s, post free. Webster. 11 High Trees, 
Dore", Sheffield. 



UNBEATABLE! Write today for appro- 
vals and details duplicate exchange 
service. M. Williams, 169 Heythrop 
Drive. Middlesbrough. 

50 large pictorials free! Approvals: 3d. 
Bcttany. 10 Belmont Avenjue, Maccles- 
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John Baker sends an S S wifh a water-jug — in an attempt to turn the tide on 

his enemies! 
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PRISONER AT SEA. 



TO oil appearances the 
figure lying on the 
after-deck of the powerful 
motor cruiser was uncon- 
scious. 

The boat was moving at a 
Steady fourteen knots across 
a blue, slowly-heaving sea. 

When the cruiser gave an 
extra lurch in the swell, the 
figure slid a little way across 
the spotlessly white plank deck, 
then slid back again as the boat 
steadied. 

A man of medium height 
came aft from the little chart- 
room. He was lean and wiry 
in build, nattily dressed in 
white with a white yachting 
cap. The most startling things 
about him were his pale, blue 
eves. 

He came up to the prostrate 
figure, and stirred it, quite 
gently, with his foot. The 
figure gave a faint groan. 

Apparently satisfied, the man 
called out something in a 
strange language. At once a 
sailor came trotting from some- 
where up forward. 

At least, he was kitted out 
like a sailor, with white duck 
trousers, a T-shirt, and a white 
cap, but he did not look the 
part of a sailor. 

He was a giant of a man. 
Muscles bulged on his hairy 
arms. He looked somehow as 
if he were a landsman who, 
for some reason, was dressed 



up like a sailor and performing 
a sailor's duties. 

Again some words were 
spoken in the strange language, 
and in response, the giant let a 
wooden bucket over the side 
of' the cruiser on the end of a 
rope. 

When the bucket was filled, 
he hauled it up and dashed 
the water swiftly over the head 
of the prostrate figure. Three 
times he repeated the operation. 
The figure began to stir. 

" Ah," said the man with 
pale, blue eyes, speaking fault- 
less English, " so you are 
coming to your senses at last, 
friend Baker ?" 

John Baker let out a heart- 
rending groan as he dragged 
himself to his hands and knees. 
Inwardly he congratuUned him- 
self on that groan. 

It sounded the real McCoy, 
the sound which you might 
expect a man to make when he- 
was coming to with a really 
bad headache, caused first by 
a savage blow on the skull, 
then reinforced by the frequent 
administration of knock-out 
drops. 

But, in fact, John Baker 
had not been nearly so un- 
conscious as he wanted the 
blue-eyed man to think. 

He put his hands to his eyes 
now, partly as if to relieve 
the ache in his head, and partly 
as if to shield his sight from 
the glaring brilliance of the 
tropical sun. 

" Oh, my gosh," he moaned. 



S~" Where am I ? 
- What's happened 
to me ?" 

" Both questions 
are very easily an- 
swered," the blue- 
eved man said briskly. " In 
the first place, you are on 
board mv motor yacht, the 
' Count Prezensky I.' 

" As for what happened to 
vou, I regret to say that I took 
you away from California, 
against vo'ur will, shortly after 
that record-breaking run of 
vours in the Four-Forty Yards.' 

Looking round through halt- 
closed cvelids, John saw that 
the man standing beside his 
captor was not the only 
" gorilla " on board. The man 
at the wheel, the look-out man, 
the man swabbing down the 
fore-deck, all were of giant 
build. , , 

All were presumably loyal 
to this Count Prezensky, speak- 
ing with him in their strange 
language. No wonder this crazy 
Count had at last decided it 
was safe to allow his prisoner 
to return to consciousness. 



ISLAND OF DEATH. 



IOHN BAKER wos 
J deadly danger. 
Although he had deliber- 
ately engineered himself 
into this situation, he still 
found it difficult to accept 
that what had happened 
was true! 

The efficiency with which he 
had been kidnapped, the speed 
with which he had been 
whisked away from the United 
States, the power and resources 
which were obviously at his 
captor's disposal, amazed him. 

More impressive than any- 
thing else was the secrecy with 
which the crazy Count worked. 
This was the seventh time that 
he had kidnapped a world 



champion athlete, and still he 
had not been rumbled by the 
authorities. 

" You are feeling more com- 
fortable now ?" the Count 
asked. " Perhaps you would like 
to sit with vour back against 
this bulkhead here. The awning 
will protect you from the sun." 

As he moved in answer to 
the suggestion, John heard a 
clank. For the first time he 
looked down, and saw that his 
legs were shackled. 

His captor might speak words 
of kindness and courtesy, but 
his deeds did not altogether 
measure up to his words ! 
Clanking, John staggered over 
to the shade of the awning. 

The big man with Prezensky 
stooped down and made a 
swift movement with his hands. 
John saw that the chain con-, 
necting his leg irons had now 
been passed round a stanchion 
and locked back on the shackles. 

The young Britisher looked 
up at Count Prezensky. For 
the first time, he allowed the 
light of intelligence to show in 
his eyes. 

" Don't take many chances, 
do you ?" he said. " I should 
have thought with all these 
strong-arm men about that I 
was pretty safely cooped up.' 

Prezensky showed white 
teeth in a smile. 

" My dear Baker, I have 
gone to a great deal of trouble 
to give myself the pleasure ol 
your company. We have 
reached this point by a variety 
of means — car, aircraft, and 
now motor cruiser. 

" It would be a pity, at this 
late stage, if you tried to do 
anything — foolish." 

" I don't see there's much I 
can do," Baker sighed. 

" One of my other guests, 
Sven Hedin, had different ideas. 
He eluded the vigilance of my 
guards and slipped over the 
side of the boat. 

" But I fear," Prezensky 
sighed, " that his escape did 
him no good. There are many 
man-eating sharks in this 
stretch of the Caribbean Sea." 

The hair stiffened at the 
back of John Baker's neck. 
Never before in his life had he 
felt so lonely and helpless. 

Dead ahead, remote in the 
distance, was a small, dark 
blur which might be a cloud 
on the horizon, or it might be 
land. 

From his position beneath 
the awnirtg, John could not 
get a good view of the dark 
blur, but Count Prezensky 
noticed the direction of his 
glance. 

" Yes. that is our destina- 
tion," he said softly, " an 
island situated about midway 
between Cuba and Jamaica. 
The island belongs to me and it 
is strictly private. 

" No visitors are permitted. 
Thcv are discouraged from 
landing, if necessary, by gun- 
fire." 
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John Baker concealed a Now,' he said, " what the In fact, he had gone to the or the U.S.A.F. My pal Sam 
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Baker. Eagerly Baker grabbed ever, we had begun to smell a abandoned the athletics pro- , The stretch of canvas over- 
for the jug. He had a raging rat. Sam Kirchoff, the sports gramme on which he had head would indeed blot him 
thirst, but he did not drink promoter, and I got on to the wntt en Kirchoff's address. <** from the plane's field of 
deeply as a thirsty man .would. Californian State police straight At the end ' , of the vis £ n as s 9 on as "drew near. 

Instead, he sipped slowly, for away, and they contacted the flight, he dropped the letter „„ 1 ? e cou ia wave nis arms ior 

he wished to discover first F.B.I. which had on the envelope both a11 he , was , worth > and Tie might 

whether the water was drugged. " As soon as Kirchoff learnt his own name and Sam Kir- as ,, 1 De wavm S tn em m a 

From the time of his kidnap- of my own disappearance he choff's. ceiiar. . . ». '• j • 

ping in Count Prezensky's car, would raise a hue and cry Finally, when he was vaguely _" e „ xu f e A 2 ut r a hf 1 ^ 1 "? a 

every sip of water and every straight away. They'll be look- conscious of being taken to a gesture 01 aeieat, ana KnocKea 

bite of food that John Baker ing for me, and though they Quiet quayside, he let his » laf L s ^^If-^l 

was offered had been laced don't know yet who you are, wallet fall, the last article in his ™e s ame time a flash of light 

with knock-out drops. they'll, be looking for you as possession by which he could * park ^ d across the bulkhead 

He had detected the bitter well, Prez— er, Count." be identified. opposite. - ... 
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A joker sent himself home by post. 



seemed to sound right in Baker's 
ear. Simultaneously there was 
an explosion as the water jug 
shattered in his- hand. 

A splinter dug a great gouge 
in his right cheek. With smoke 
still curling away from the 
muzzle of the revolver, Count 
Prezensky came leaping for- 
ward. His face was twisted 
with rage. 

" You'll get no further 
chance of signalling to your 
friends, Baker," he snarled. 

The pistol barrel went up 
and came down with savage 
force. John Baker caught it 
full on the temple, and he 
went out like a doused lamp. 
ESCAPE ATTEMPT. 



\WHEN John recovered 
consciousness, he 
felt that a long time had 
elapsed. This time his head 
really was splitting with 
pain. 

Dully he looked up. They 
had almost reached the island 
of La Muerte. The stretch of 
it which he could see consisted 
mainly of high, densely-wooded 
cliffs. 

Only at one point was there 
a break in the cliffs giving on 
to a sandy beach. A wooden 
jetty ran out from this beach. 

" I would say welcome to 
my estate, Baker," a soft voice 
remarked, " only I fear you 
might consider the words 
ironical." 



John did not look up in 
answer to Count Prezensky's 
comment. He felt pretty lousy, 
but it struck him that there 
might be some advantage in 
looking lousy. 

If this maniac thought he was 
still stupefied by the force of 
the blow, then there was just 
a faint chance that precautions 
might be slightly relaxed. 

" You may like to know 
what happened with regard to 
your flving friends," the voice 
went on. " The short answer is 
— nothing. 

" They called up on the 
international R-T wavelength, 
asking the meaning of some 
mvsterious flashes they had 
seen. I explained that it was 
a glass jug which had broken 
on the after deck, the pieces 
of which were reflecting the 
sun as the cruiser rolled. 

" That satisfied the American 
airmen, and they departed." 

John Baker let no expression 
show in his face. His mind 
was concentrating on the job 
of how to get out of the clutches 
of this crackpot. Why Prezensky 
wished to kidnap world 
champion athletes he could not 
guess, nor what he intended to 
do with them afterwards. 

But one thing was certain. 
If he let himself be taken 
ashore quietly, and herded with 
Richie Logan and the others, 
he would be able to do nothing 
to spike Prezensky's plans. 

On the cruiser, he was 



securely fastened. Ashore, no 
doubt he would be securely- 
locked up. Was there any 
chance of making a dash for it 
between ship and shore ? 

Looking out on the world 
with dull, half-closed eyes, 
John worked on the problem. 
They were almost up to the 
jetty now. 

On the jetty two more giants 
were coming forward to take up 
the mooring ropes which the 
cruiser's crew were ready to 
cast. Count Prezensky and 
Kolok looked down at Baker. 

The Count nodded curtly. 
Evidently he was satisfied that 
the Britisher was not in a fit 
state to make any resistance. 
Kolok stooped and unlocked 
•the shackles. 

At once Baker exploded from 
his position like a bursting 
shell. The impetus of his move- 
ment even knocked over the 
other gorilla, and hurled 
Prezensky out of the way. 

Madly he sprinted to the 
side. Another giant appeared 
in his path. To the young 
Britisher's astonishment the 
giant did nothing to restrain 
him. In answer to a shout from 
Prezensky, he actually stood 

Alarm bells rang in Baker's 
brain, but he did not stay to 
listen to them. Sprinting on to 
the bulwark, he took a header 
into the warm, blue sea. 

But even as he fell he saw 
one of the cruiser's crew pour- 



11 



ing a bucket of red, oozy liquid 
into the sea. As the water 
closed over his head, John 
realised that the bucket was 
full of animal offal. 

And that offal could only 
be for one purpose — to lay 
ground-bait in order to attract 
sharks and barracudas ! 

Baker only spent a few 
seconds in the water, but he 
was more terrified during that 
time than he had ever been 
in his life. 

Obviously the sea-wolves 
were accustomed to being fed 
in the vicinity of this jetty. 
Prezensky not only had 
efficient guards by land, he 
had even more efficient pro- 
tection under the sea ! 

They seemed to rise up from 
the depths in hundreds, the 
dark grey shapes of sharks, and 
the lean, blue-and-white barred 
bodies of barracudas. 

Mad with panic, John 
floundered back to the motor 
cruiser. Suddenly he felt a hook 
catch in the seat of his pants, 
and he was hauled dripping 
out of the sea and dumped back 
on deck. Count Prezensky re- 
garded him with an amused 
glance. 

" Not exactly the most 
desirable spot for bathing, is 
it ?" he commented. 

Next week John Baker meets up 
with the other missing champions 
— and discovers why he's been 
kidnapped! 




SYD THE QUIZ KID 

(Continued from page 8.) 

Syd striding briskly across the 
quad. 

" Where the thundering 
blazes have you been ?" Ser- 
geant Buckle roared. 

" Wigan," replied Syd 
calmly. 

" Wigan ?" spluttered the 
sergeant. 

" Yes, that's where the train 
had got to when I woke up," 
added Syd. " Is everything 
okey doke ?" 

SYD IS SACKED. 



THE Principal looked 
solemnly at Syd. He 
had summoned the assis- 
tant porter to his study 
during the afternoon. 

" I've given the matter care- 
ful thought, Sutton, and I've 
come to" the conclusion that 
participation in the quiz and 
your duties as assistant porter do 
not coincide," he rapped. " r 
must, therefore, insist that you 
communicate with the 
organisers and inform them 
that you are withdrawing from 
the programme." 

Syd lost his usual good- 
natured expression. He shook 



his head firmly. 

" It's a bit of fun, and the 
chance to make some money,'' 
he replied. " I mean to carry 
on." 

" In that case, Sutton, I 
shall have no alternative but to 
give you a week's notice," 
threatened the Principal. 

" Righto, I'll take it," re- 
torted Syd. " And as you owe 
me more than a week in holi- 
days that I haven't been able to 
take, I'll go now." 

Syd's attitude came as a 
shock to the Principal because 
he had never dreamed that Syd 
would go. Dr Booker thought 
he had only to utter the threat 
for Syd to knuckle under, but he 
had misjudged his man badly. 

Syd strode out into the 
quad. Peter Hall, the captain 
of the rugger XV ran to catch 
him up. There was a big game 
next day with Rensham 
College. . 

" Syd, have you noticed the 
pitch "wants marking out ?" he 
asked. 

" Yes, I've noticed it, but 
I've finished here," replied 
Svd. " Will you tell the cap- 
tain of the hockey team that 
I shan't be around tomorrow 
to put up the nets." 

"You can't leave, Syd,' 
Hall gasped. " The place 
will fall to pieces. 

" I shouldn't be surprised 
at that," grinned Syd as he 
walked away. 

C HANGE OF MIND. 

A SUCCESSOR to Syd 
was appointed that 
day. 



His name was Williams and 
he was a big, brawny man 
who struck Dr Booker as very 
willing. 

On Saturday afternoon, Dr 
Booker put on his thick over- 
coat and hat and crossed the 
quadrangle on his way to the 
sports ground. 

When Dr Booker approached 
the pavilion he saw the players 
standing around. He marched 
over to Peter Hall. 

" Why hasn't the game com- 
menced ?" asked the Principal. 

" The new assistant porter 
has made a terrible mess of 
things, sir," replied Hall 
indignantly. 

" Indeed, what has he done ? 
asked Dr Booker. 

Hall pointed at the pitch. 

"He's marked it out for 
soccer instead of rugger !" 
the student exclaimed. " What's 
more, he has used all the white- 
wash and we're waiting till he 
gets back from the town with 
a fresh supply." 

Dr Booker was annoyed at the 
time but, on Monday morning 
when he emerged from the 
steaming bathroom he had a 
satisfied look. He smiled on 
meeting Professor Skelton. 

" You can't complain about 
the heating now," he smirked. 
" The water is boiling." 

" Yes, indeed, the atmos- 
phere is tropical," replied the 
professor. "But have you 
noticed the bubbling sounds 
in the pipes " 

Bang ! There was a muffled 
explosion and the building 
trembled. 

Dr Booker tottered to a 
window and looked out. 



Williams, with his mouth 
gaping open, stood below. 

" Williams, what has hap- 
pened ?" shouted the Princi- 
pal. 

Williams looked up. 

" I reckon the boiler has 
blowed up, sir," he answered 
hoarsely. " Mebbe I should've 
closed "the dampers." 

Towards the end of the after- 
noon, Syd turned into the 
avenue in the town where he 
was staying with his brother. 
He was wearing a track suit. 

Cross-country running was 
another of his interests and he 
had entered for the National 
Cross-Country Race. Now he 
was returning from a five miles 
practice canter. 

Sergeant Buckle stood out- 
side the house. 

" Hullo, Sarge, how's the 
lumbago ?" inquired Syd. 

" Syd," pleaded the sergeant, 
ignoring the inquiry after his 
lumbago, " you've got to come 
back " 

" Why should I ?" Syd 
retorted. " I'm not short of 
money." 

" Doctor Booker says that 
under the circumstances you 
can compete in the quiz !" 
Buckle exclaimed. 

" A stuffy- old waistcoat, 
isn't he ?" chuckled Syd. 

" Can I say you're coming 
back ?" bleated the sergeant. 

Syd frowned thoughtfully. 

" I'll come back if I'm 
knocked out of the quiz on 
Thursday," he decided. 

Syd is able to answer a quiz 
question next week — because he 
has run in a cross-country race!. 



One slip can mean death when dealing with a wild horse— and Jack Daley has made a slip! 

Old coaches never die; 




A TOUGH TASK. 

ftYNAMITE'S eyes rolled. 

The wild, grey stal- 
lion pricked back his ears, 
snorted savagely, then 
kicked at the poles of the 
crude corral. 



fell away as Jack kicked 



out by Tex Madison, who 
owned a rival stagecoach line. 
Jack was determined to make 
the line as good as the outfit 
which had trained him, the 
famous Blue Star Line. 

The only thing that kept 
the line going w-as the mail 
contract which gave Jack sole 
rights to carry the mail the 
Dynamite was a magnificent thirty miles from Saginaw City 
animal with a big head and to Sagebrush. What the lad 
immense bones and muscle. nce ded most was good horses. 
Yet, despite his size and power, an j nc NVas determined to tame 
he was a shapely animal, the Dynamite and use him as a 
finest horse Jack Daley had ever C oach-horse. 
seen in his life. When he was ready he would 

Jack sat on the top rail of rope Dynamite, but he was not 
the corral, which he had built going to rush it. Inside the - 

in a defile to trap the horse. CO rral the stallion continued and he stumbled and went 

down. 

Dynamite's hoofs were 
coming down like sledge- 
hammers as he rolled out of the 
way. The pounding hoofs 
missed him by inches. 

Jack nipped up. He Jet out 
the slack of the line, then 
wrapped the end round the 
tall stump of a tree he had 
selected as his snubbing post. 

Dust rose in clouds as the 
stallion danced a wild fan- 



This was the stage at which he 
had to make the horse realise 
that Jack was not afraid of him. 
It was the primary secret of 
breaking in a wild horse. 
Nothing could be done with a 
wild horse if it sensed fear in 
the handler. 

It must have been about 
the tenth time when Jack came 
in close that Dynamite did not 
lash out. He fidgetted, but did 
not use his hoofs. 

Jack laid a hand on the 
stallion's nose. He slid his 
palm along to the animal's neck 
and started petting him, talking 
as he did so. Dynamite bristled 
with suspicion. Jack went on 
knuckling and patting and 
Dynamite began to like it. 

Then, without making any 
sudden movement to throw a 
scare into Dynamite, Jack 
slipped the hackamore— bitless 
bridle — over the stallion's head. 

There were more fireworks, 
but the hackamore was on, and 
Jack had won another round. 
Dynamite snorted with rage. 
He started to lash out. 

Jack gave a pull. The hacka- 
more had a device which 
pressed on the nostrils and he 
steadied the stallion down by 
giving a tug and using it for a 
moment or two. He freed his 
lariat, then employed it as a 
lead-rope. 

You kin let off some more 



He held a one-sided con- 
versation with the stallion. 
Occasionally he hummed, any- 
thing to make the horse accus- 
tomed to his voice. 

Jack nipped down He' cast now," murmured 

the rope, and the noose dropped - 
Dynamite's neck. The J dl -. K - 



over 

"gate 
awav a prop. 

Dvnamite came out ot the 
corral like an express train. He 
snorted with rage. Tnerc was 
hate and murder in his rolling 
eyes. As Jack backed away, the 
stallion reared and struck at 
him with its tremendous hoofs. 

Jack's foot skidded on a big 
stone embedded in the dust 



In a manner of speaking, to plunge about. 
Dynamite had to get used to 
Jack's face. 

The horse had run wild all his 
life, and looked on humans as 
enemies. He would not have 
forgotten the time when he 
was roped by other hunters. 
Thev had treated him rough, 
but he had fought back and 
won. 

So Jack just sat. Sometimes 
he whistled. Sometimes he 



ROPE RUCTIONS. 

)ACK had ridden out into 
the wilderness on 
Snapper, one of the coach 
horses. Snapper had a 
hobble on and was grazing 
not far away. 

Jack strolled to the top of 
He could see across 



Jack reached for his Silver 
Whip, awarded to him when 
he finished his apprenticeship 
with the Blue Star Line. 

His wrist flicked and he drew 
the whip smartly but not 
severely across Dynamite's 
hindquarters so as to send him 
forward. The horse squealed, 
then started to run. 

For the first time since 
Dynamite was born he was 
being checked and euided by a 
rein. He tore round for some 
minutes at a gallop before, 
blowing hard, he started to 
slow down. 

Jack turned him. He used 
the whip and made him go the 
other way. This was very im- 
portant. 

" Okay, we're doing fine," 
chuckled Jack. It'll be a long 
time before he cats outa my 
hand, but we'll git there." 
In the later afternoon, Ole 



„ a ridge 

miked to the horse Mostly he a wide vista of grass and scrub, dango. He screamed in savage 

ust % What wa Dvnamkc Far away he saw the smoke fury. But, as he tugged furiously Tate, a well-known local horse- 
afraid 1 of? 'Mom; of all he was of a train, travelling on the he tended to choke himself. wrangler, who had been into 
afraid that this strange human narrow-gauge line towards the Gradually Jack worked Dyna- town to tmj groceries, logged 

terminus a? Saginaw City. It mite close up to the snubbing along .-n his cayuse towards 
was from there that the stage- post. That held him. 
coach carried on over thirty Jack took the breather he 
hard miles to the big town of needed. He then edged in 
Sagebrush. towards the stallion. Things 

" It's a passenger train," had to be done in stages. 
- he murmured. " It must As Jack came close, Dyna- 
brush on the coach was in the be an extra ! I needn't worry It mite pricked his cars back, the 
mornimr won't be carrying mails for sign of worry and annoyance, 

lack's Uncle Abe had recently Sagebrush." and snapped at him savagely, 

died and left him a stagecoach Wondering why a special was Jack kept just out ot harm s 

being run, he watched the train way. 

till it went out of sight. Then " You'll git tjred of this 
he returned to the corral, before me, fella," he grinned 



was going to hurt him. The 
horse's confidence had to be 
gained. 

After a while Jack got down 
from the rail and strolled away. 
He had the whole day at his 
disposal. His next run to Sage- 



line in Saginaw City, Colorado. 
The line consisted of a broken- 
down coach and twelve crow- 
bait horses. 

Ill spite of efforts to buy him 



his shack. 

When he heard hoof beats 
and saw Jack rise out of a 
e riding Snapper and lead- 
ing IVrumitc, he nearly fell 
out i H his •-addle in surprise. 

• I),>egonc me, you've 
kctched Dynamite !" he croaked 
hoarsely. 

Jack remembered seeing the 
passcneer train. He did not 
think it would have carried anv 
mail, but he had a worried 



picked up his rope, and dangled The youngster worked up to feeling in case he had been 
it as he sat on the rail. Dynamite a good many times, missing at the wrong time and 
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Hi-'; wid his wife," were rubbernecking to see the him for your new . ranch-house turn 
chonlSoic Tate. "One of the furniture Rancher King had and yout 'grand planner. ^ to do S "good 

cars wus leaded wid furniture bought for his house as it was King looked dumbfounded, t ^™ n ^ Ja ^ a bad one He 
.fer his new ranch-house. Ha. removed from the baggage car then angry, as he stamped. out ^r J storg ^ 

ha, ha ! He's brought a grand to the freight waggon. of the yard. He had the idea »™ * , hi h sold 

pianner." Tex Madison supervised the that his money wo-ld buy ™e come * p ^ ^ 

Tack grinned. He did not work. He was a stern-looking anything. . u h t0 | keg of na ;i s an d 

have to be told about William man who dressed well and Jack led Dynamite- past the ™ a Keg m 

B King. The name was right, sported a fancy waistcoat. He coach. • Dutch Stein the stott pro- 

He was a cattle king. He had his had a fine business, and owned « pitch some hay into the . sat on a barrd | uckitlg 
ranch near Sagebrush, and on waggons as well as coaches. . rack, he called to Heb. £ • He wag in his 

his immense ranges grazed Nobody in Saginaw City had Heb got his P ltcMo . r , K ' shirtsleeves, and his waistcoat 
countless thousands of cattle, seen a grand piano before, and stabbed it into the hay pile, sr , r inkled with ash 
nTbrand was known through- it was causing a lot of comment and carried a big bunch into ^ !£™ leaned Sttost the 
out the West. It was a crown, as it was manhandled out of t he stable. Dynamite got the Madison leaned against tfte 
" Ha, ha Rancher King does the baggage car. scent of it, but he took a little counter as if he had come m 

things in style" cackled Ole Then one of the onlookers coaxing , to enter the box. Jack tor a gossip He tauea aooux 
Tm r " He's saying in town happened to glance over his tied h f m up by the rack and Rancher King s grand piano, 
tonight to supervise the loading shoulder. An . astonished gasp k ft him munching. f $aued about Jack s ca p- 

of his furniture an' the grand broke from him "You've ketched yourself a mr -? p °* the wav Dutch did 

pianner into a freight waggon. " Jumpm snakes," he splut- ti „ declared Heb when Jack Abe ^ al ^ e o ^ a V ou any money 
I'm told he's hired one of Tex tered. ' Jack Daley has roped ^ ' int0 the ard . « Y ou X n Da h e e y °fed e d away ™ he 
xMadison's coaches to take him Dynamite !" should've sold him. What are ™ he laaed away 

to his home tomorrow." The spectators forgot all gwi ne t0 use fer money ? dS ^ e °; f doUars '» 

Ole Tate fixed his gaze on about the grand piano Looking T the other two hosses Ya ya a tew <( dollars 

Dynamite again. He noticed round, they saw Dynamite &{ to sledgehamrri e r Stott ^ e f fd Dutch i am t 
the fierce, resentful gleam m the coming along with Jack, and fer shoein> whik you were ^"fg- ^ ,f uess 
stallion's eyes. could hardly believe their eyes He refused t0 do any MaSson lowered his voice 

" I'm warnin you," he said. The amazed crowd followed ^ ore k fer us whi i e money l ? ? 8 J and 

" You'll never tame him, never! Jack towards the tumbledown owm g.» , Take a hint from me and 

No he 11 eat you " premises of the Daley line. "How much money ?". de- c °ll ect > . ne . muttered. His 

Jack gof Snapper going with Dynamite's ears lay back as ma Xd jaX business is right on the rocks 

hd heels and tusked at the they approached the gate. <« . . , £ twPnrv bucks " 1 doubt lf , s got , a , c , 0U P la 

g^H S^l^rs 

§Q££XE r^SSPSSB SHS d&S&S^ 

i- the ornery hombre who claimed P°^ • _ rirv hp onlv had had passed since the shed had 
WIRE WORRIES. t0 . b e mighty dangerous to rile. , At Saginaw Cm he only Had sed e t fe the h 
"Waal, dang my guns, he's three horses for, PuUinp the as a ^ Thg anvil was red 

NOT far from the town got him !" Heb burst out as he coach. Blmker, a bla ck ^adnaa wkh mst and the bellows con- 
was a telegraph pole, Saught sight of Dynamite. , £ , sta * at Deer Lodge as he tained numerou punc tures. 
, ?. :;Ic cl.,no Amazement showed on Heb's nad gone lame. Still, sufficient air came from 
and the wires, slung ^ as k cQaxed « I dunno .what to do, Heb ^ nozzle to make the fire glow 

loosely, swayed in the the J^on into the yard . £m" ered ;, n J^S y » an PatCh in the brazier. ' 

rising breeze. Dynamite's hp curled. Maybe both ^need shoein Jack fetc h ed out a piece of 

lack saw Dynamite's ears go he had scented Heb! He did ^T^deSd " ^ can r - d " h0t P ^ a « - 
back. He was suspicious, as he not want to pass the coach. a bont. Jack declared. can pmcerS- The sparks flew as he 
had not seen a telegraph pole Jack let him stand and look shoe em myseit • hammered it into shape, 

and wires before. What Jack at it. T^Wrmried H t ¥? S ln t«tupted by a 

, did was to stop. He let the « What a hoss !" gasped Jadcgr itined , cough. Hayseed Harrison, who 

stallion look and snort at the Heb. " Ah, he's a rare 'un, s - w 9 ul f^^f ° u r t had chaff sprinkled on l him 
srran^e obiect Tack but you'll never git the i>llver wmp n you cuuiul h i- v™- hberally, entered the shed. 

Tck knew that if a horse better of him." hif^rin "faded " We' U S /' What ,„ a l e y«h gonna do 

were allowed a few moments The crowd in the gateway h f p ^J™r o$ as soon fs ab ° u ^ rt I he l S Y$> 
to get accustomed to some- parted as Rancher King walked ^ edg n hammer " &S Do about what ? inquired 

thins strange it would usually into the yard. He had a i bushy w ^ h bl came thuds .Jack s 
pa^s :; Quietly. If forced past, moustache and side-whiskers. V u " 1 „ • finished the i i y i T lit >'» 
T t -, .Id always be troublesome. He wore a smart sombrero and and sno^ ^ghly dis- ™£ £ e fe C ° m ? 

a • ^D Se, Ja r?ali^ last " ^ ^ ^ ^ -- fied with bdng shUt ^ ^ck^tot father worried 

- graPhPOleWaStl0t po^ous^abfut mm, SS»S J" ^ „ ^ ^Sht ? " he asked 

. ^ p^'ir. ; A 51 T S - not built up his herds by luck, p ANCHER KING set off " Guess so" grunted Heb. 
LEDERHOSENHe had achieved wealth by K back for the Last ?. a #JH£ d it ^? he^sdd 

T ,1 uar^menlingV^nru^rontier Hotel, where he " When ? growled Hayseed. 

TVBOLEANj^^ Ski[ n Ta m cS l tL a h^coufd was staying the night with - It's month. ^ overdue^ „ 
90 /C ' * - not do himself. In his youth his wife, with an angry I U raise it this week, jack 

S X ?^ LJ f* t C n ^ Ilfredkon^ Stride - TcX Modis ° n ' " Okav," rumbled Hayseed. 

" / V // J bronco-buster. He reckoned He Q hf him up _ „ But you ,„ git no more corn 

"YoJve caught a good " Did young Jack Daley sell till you pays up^' 
horse " he toinick " I'll take the stallion?" he inquired. Jack shrugged and got on 
norse, ne toia jacK. o^,„l^rl w th h s work aeain. He drew 



washable, zip dollars for him. . JNO> ne aangeu weii uiuu i, ^ ^ , , . fi na :i ed on tbe 

stable W aist. .« j. heard say you ' re a he snarled. He wouldn t take satisfied by the nt, naiiea on me 
' a "a d bie Cam w P IS good judge of a hoss," replied my money, tarnation young shoe Just as he let go the 
W,:iWt e Edison shrugged. = Stof g\t $ thfn|l 
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hammer-in','.' he said harshlv. 

" What's biting you ?" re- 
torted Jack. . 

" What's bitin' me ? I ain't 
bin paid for months," bawled 
the blacksmith. " You're in 
me debt to the extent of eighteen 
bucks." 

" You'll git it," said lack. 

" When ?" demanded Sledge- 
hammer. 

" You've waited months. It 
won't- hurt you to wait till the 
end of the week," Jack re- 
torted. 

" I'll wait no longer," snarled 
Sledgehammer. 

Heb stared after him as he 
strode away. 

" I dunno how you'll raise 
it," he muttered. 

" Mebbe we'll have a full 
coach tomorrow," Jack an- 
swered. " Ten passengers at 
five bucks apiece !" 

" Don't start dreamin'," 
scoffed Heb. " Madison's 
cofflch'll take all the passengers. 
Waal, blow me over, here 
comes Dutch Stein ! He'll be 
wantin' money, too !" 

Dutch Stein waddled down 
the yard with the seat of his 
pants swinging like a sail. 

" Tex Madison says zat you 
are a bust business," barbled 
Dutch, " and I must ask you 
to remember zat fifteen dollars 
is vot I am owed, ya, ya !" 

He jumped back in alarm as 
Jack swung the hammer. But 
he banged it down on the anvil. 

" So that's what Tex Madison 
is saying, is it ?" he growled. 
" I've gotta notion he's been 
saying it to a lotta folk ! Okav ! 



If he wants a scrap he can have 
one." 



NAIL NUISANCE. 
"|*EX MADISON owned 



stagecoaches, 
green - painted 
and numerous 



two 

swell, 
vehicles, 
horses. 

In the morning, an hour 
before train time, his newer 
coach was driven to the Last 
Frontier Hotel to pick up 
Rancher King and his wife. 
Tex was on hand to see them 
off. The freight waggon, with 
the grand piano, had left at 
dawn. 

" I'm jest going to have a 
word with Daley," announced 
King when he came out of the 
hotel. 

" I guess you'll find him more 
reasonable today," replied 
Madison glibly. " I understand 
he's been hard-pressed by his 
numerous creditors." 

Marching across the street 
as if he owned the town, King 
reached the gateway of Jack's 
premises. Dynamite was tied 
up at the far end of the yard 
and kept pawing the ground. 
Jack and Heb were preparing 
the stagecoach for the trip 
to Sagebrush. It had a new 
axle-tree at the back, and none 
of the wheels now lacked spokes. 

King shot an envious glance 
at the stallion. 

"•I'm still open to buy 
Dynamite," he said. 

" I'm still shut agin selling 
him," answered Jack. 

King went storming out of 



the yard, and a glance at his 
furious face showed Madison 
that the rancher had not suc- 
ceeded in buying Dynamite. 

Towards mid-day, when the 
tram was due, Black Young, 
with Gid Crabtree as guard, 
drove the Madison coach over 
to the depot. When the clang 
of the locomotive bell was 
heard, Jack appeared with his 
coach, hauled by Soapy, Patch, 
and Snapper. 

When the train clanked into 
the shed, Tex Madison was 
waiting for the passengers. 

" Ah, nice to see you agin, 
Mister Skelton," he greeted a 
portly man who was carrying a 
carpet-bag. " Are you going 
through with us to Sagebrush?" 

" I 'wouldn't ride on the 
Daley coach," jeered Skelton, 
a traveller in soap and hair 
tonic. 

He strutted out and climbed 
the ladder to the roof of the 
green coach, lifted up his 
coat-tails, and sat down — but 
not for long. With an ear- 
splitting yell, he rose in the 
air as if he had sat down on a 
hornet. 

Black Young jerked round 
on the box. 

" Why are yuh hollerm" ?" 
he gasped. " Yuh hurt 
yourself ?" 

" Hurt myself ?" burbled 
Skelton. " Look at the seat ! 
Look at all the seats." 

A startled shout burst from 
Black Young. The seats were 
studded with nails, their sharp 
ends driven upwards through 
the wood and padding. 



Tex Madison ran over to 
the vehicle and his face went 
dark with rage as he saw that 
somebody had been at his 
coach, which had been stand- 
ing in his yard all night. It did 
not take him long to guess who 
the culprit was. Jack had got 
his own back on his rival ! 

Madison addressed the throng 
of passengers in a voice thick 
with rage. 

" My other coach has gone 
out with Rancher King," he 
spluttered. " You'll jest have to 
wait while the nails are 
removed." 

Jack gave a shout. 

" Sagebrush before sundown 
if you come along with me," 
he proclaimed. 

Madison gritted his teeth as 
all his passengers clambered 
on to the Daley coach. The two 
mailbags were passed up and 
put in the compartment under 
the boot. 

Outside his premises Jack 
pulled up, jumped down, and 
ran into the yard. 

% hen he swiftly reappeared, 
he was leading Dynamite on a 
long line. Jack could not leave 
the stallion on his own for over 
twenty-four hours, so he was 
taking him along. He secured 
the end of the line to a bar on 
the back of the coach. 

The young driver sprang 
back on to the box and put his 
tnrce horses on the move again. 

Jack Daley is in lor shocks next 
week — one ol his passengers is a 
highway robber! 
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Harry Vale learns an important lesson — never practice golf in rattlesnake country! 




FAS-BELT FAILURE. 

UARRY VALE, a young 
British golf profes- 
sional, dozed off in the 
front seat of the old, open 
car. 

It was the turn of his com- 
panion, Al Winters, to do the 
driving. 

i he road, across a dry, dusty 
l?.r..:;;ape in New Mexico, 
U.S.A., seemed endless. 
The.:-:' :he surface was rough, 
and the car had at least one 
broker, spring, the jolting did 
no: disturb Harry. After three 
days of travelling he was used 
to it. 

Al Winters, a young American 
golfer, had had the idea of buy- 
ing a second-hand car to travel 
several thousand miles to 
Cak:\ rr.:±. 

There, the two were to 
co— 7 at in the Western Tourna- 
men - by the P.G.A. — the 
Pr :.-s;onal Golfers' Associa- 
tion. 

Sir..; it had seemed a good 
idea : ry, they had clubbed 
toget: sought the jalopy. 

The r = the mid-thirties, 

and their ** chariot " had cost 
them -5 dollars ! 

Harrv w . :<e up with a start, 
and uttered a yelp. His first 
confused .pression was that 
scalding hot rain was falling. 

Al, nicknamed " Frozen 
Feet " because of his slow 
method of playing golf, brought 
the car 10 a stop. 

" It's boiling again," he 
groaned. 

Steam was blowing off from 
the car's radiator, the wind- 



screen was spotted, and they 
could hear the water bubbling 
and gurgling. 

" Aye, I can see it is," replied 
Harry. " I bet the fan-belt has 
jumped off again." 

Al nodded as they climbed 
out of the car. The American 
opened the bonnet, then gave a 
start. 

" There isn't a fan-belt," he 
announced. " I guess it came to 
pieces." 

" How far are we from a 
town ?" asked Harry. 

" I'd just worked it out that 
we're twenty miles from Fango," 
Al stated. " We should get a 
replacement there." 

The water still bubbled 
furiously. 

" We'll have to let it cool 
down," Harry decided. 

The golf bags were in the 
back of the auto. Reaching over 
Harry fetched out his No. 7 iron 
and a box containing some old 
balls. It was an example followed 
by Al. The golfers took every 
opportunity for practice. 

On either side of the road the 
ground was gritty and dotted 
with cactus plants. 

Harry picked a cactus about 
a hundred yards away as his 
target, shuffled into his stance 
and hit down at a ball. 

The loft on the clubface 
picked it up. The ball soared 
and there was a puff of dust as it 
dropped in the target area. 

Harry was of medium height, 
but very sturdy. He had broad 
shoulders and strong wrists and 
hands. 

The British youngster had 
come to the States at the 
invitation of Mr George P. 



Haxton, a millionaire golfer who 
had met Harry during a visit to 
Britain. 

Harry had been thrown on 
his own resources when Mr 
Haxton died suddenly from a 
heart attack. Though the youth 
had very little money he had 
decided to stay in America, 
where there were far more 
tournaments than in the British 
Isles, and play round the 
circuits. 

After a bad start, Harry was 
becoming more successful. In 
the Citrus Cup competition in 
Florida he had his name printed 
in the newspapers for the first 
time, finishing fourth, and 
winning 650 dollars. Al had 
come away with 150 dollars, his 
first pick-up in six weeks of golf. 

Al also fetched out a seven 
iron. He hit at a ball and gave a 
grunt of annoyance when he 
saw that he had pushed it far 
out to the right. 

" What did I do wrong, 
Harry ?" he demanded. 

" Aw, you're just stiff after 
driving a long way," shrugged 
Harry. 

" It's a fault that creeps in on 
me," frowned Al. " I'm liable 
to push my iron shots out at 
any time." 

" Hit a few more," said 
Harry. " I'll try and spot what 
you're doing wrong." 

Harry and Al had become 
pals, of course, and were willing 
enough to help each other. 

RATTLING RATTLERS. 

AL hit holf a dozen balls 
and all of them flew 
perfectly. 



He had a compact style, 
and was certainly deliberate in 
his methods. 

Harry got going again, and hit 
ball after ball towards the cactus. 

Al took a smack at the last , of 
the balls he had put down and 
pushed it good and proper. 

" Were you watching ?" he 
spluttered. 

" We'll soon put it right, 
mate," chuckled Harry. " You 
started the backswing wrong, 
then hit the ball 'with an open 
club face." 

" Is that it ?" gasped Al. 

" I'm sure of it," said Harry. 
" I'll show you what you were 
doing." 

He played a ball just as Al had 
done. When the ball went flying 
away to the right, the Yank gave 
an excited whoop. 

" Proves it !" he exclaimed. 
" I knew I must be hitting with 
the face open, but I couldn't 
trace the fault." 

Their conversation became 
technical as they walked away 
from the road to collect the 
balls. 

Harry picked up a ball on the 
blade of his club — a feat ' of 
balancing that took some doing 
— and turned to retrieve 
another, nearer the road. 

He was puzzled by a buzzing 
sound, an almost metallic 
clicking. 

" What's buzzing ?" he asked, 
as he knelt down and picked up 
the ball. 

" Look out !" screeched Al. 
" It's a rattler !" 

Harry leapt away from a 
cactus. His hair stood on end as 
he saw his first rattlesnake. 

The reptile's head was raised, 
and the buzzing was caused by 
the horny rattles at the tip 
of its tail. 

" You wanna be careful," 
warned Al. 

" Mind out," yelled Harry. 
" There's one just behind you !" 

Al moved in great haste. It 
suddenly struck the lads they 
had been banging the balls into 
rattlesnake country. 

They left some of the balls 
for the rattlers to play with, and 
beat a hurried retreat. 

" I suppose we should've 
expected to find rattlers," Al 
panted. " It's jest the country 
for them." 

" You might have thought of 
that sooner," growled Harry, 
but Al raised a grin. 

_•" Waal, the rattlers didn't 
bite us — an' I know why I've 
been pushing out my shots." 

NIGHTMARE TOW. 



pROM that point their 
journey consisted of 
starts and stops to let the 
radiator water cool down. 

Their destination was Delmar 
a town on the Pacific Coast, 
where there was a magnificent 
golf course of rhampionship 
standard. 

Al had never visited the West 
Coast before, but he had heard 
a lot about the course at Delmar. 
Apparently the wind caused a 
lot of trouble there. It was said 
that the greens were as true as 
billiard tables, but were very fast. 

Harry and Al were hoping to 
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have two days for practice 
before the tournament opened. 
They would be competing 
against many of the big-name 
players of the U.S.A. 

_ The present Western cham- 
pion was Pete Wayne, the show- 
man of American golf. He would 
be at Delmar to defend his title. 

Harry was driving the car 
when, for about the tenth time, 
the radiator gave its imitation of 
a geyser in eruption and sprayed 
them with scalding water. He 
stopped in a hurry, 

While the radiator was 
cooling off, the two young golfers 
practiced chip shots tip and 
down the road. They were not 
going to risk meeting any more 
rattlesnakes ! 

A cloud of dust approached 
and a truck loomed out of it. 
The driver, a big guy with dust 
in every wrinkle of his friendly 
face, pulled up. His name was 
Pete. 

" What's the trouble ?" he 
asked. 

" The fan-belt's broken," 
Harry answered. 

" I'll give you a tow !" 
grinned Pete, swinging down 
from the cab. " I've got a 
rope !" 

Pete soon had a thick rope 
connected from a hook on the 
back of his truck to the car's 
front bumper. 

" It'll be dusty," remarked 
the truck driver.- " Got a 
scarf ?" 

" Yes," Harry nodded. 

" Tie it over yore face," 
advised Pete. 

Harry fetched a scarf out of 
his golf bag and tied it over his 
nose and mouth in Wild West 
style. 

" Okay, let's go," said Pete, 
then turned to Al. " You ridin' 
wid me ?" 

" Sure," replied Al. 

Pete climbed into the truck 
and gave a honk on the hooter. 
Harry tooted in reply, the rope 
jvmped up from the road and 
the tow started. 

In about thirty seconds Harry 
was peering through clouds of 
gritty dust and steering 
desperately. He reckoned Pete 
must have his big foot right 
down on the floorboards. 

It seemed that his idea of 
giving a tow was to drive as if 
no other vehicle was hitched on 
behind. 

The car rattled and shook. It 
bounced in the pot-holes and 
rocked in the ruts. Harry bobbed 
up and down as if he were 
galloping a horse. 



This mad rush continued for The cops glared suspiciously over himself," retorted Harry, 
at least twenty minutes, and at the car and its two occupants. " Watch how it's done !" 
Harry's arms and shoulders " They don't look very Harry shuffled into his stance, 
ached from hanging on to the welcoming," remarked Harry. When he was ready his left foot 
wheel. ■ Al ,who was driving, brought was only a few inches from the 

The scarf did not seem to do the jalopy to a stop. Sergeant brink of the precipice, 
much to keep out the dust, and Cogan gave his gun-belt a hitch Al, who had no head for 
his eyes were full of it. and strode to the car. heights, did his best to look 

A series of hoots announced " Where are you kids going ?" unworried. The cops glared at 
that they were approaching the he demanded harshly. Harry. Some of them shuffled 

end of the trip. It was a good " Delmar," replied Al. their big feet uneasily, 
thing Harry was warned. " We're going to play golf." Harry remained calm. He was 

Pete made a sudden stop, and " Oh, yeah ?" jeered Cogan. not going to sway forward, 
if Harry had not smacked his " Yeah," Al answered. " Our With a full pivot of the hips, 
foot down hard on the brake clubs are in the back." a full turn of his broad 

pedal, and also, snatched at the Cogan rubbed his nose with shoulders, he swung the driver, 
hand brake, the car would have a knuckle. At that time, and for He lashed into the ball as hard 
finished under the tailboard of some years previously, the as if he had been standing on a 
the truck. weather had been unusually dry tee at Carnoustie or Porthcawl. 

Harrv sat there limply. over the great Plains of the The ball dwindled to a dot in 
Through the haze he saw a U.S.A. the distance while Harry, at the 

petrol pump and the outline of Terrible dust storms had completion of his follow through, 
a clapboard building with a carried the topsoil away in such looked after it. His left foot had 
Sheet-iron roof. quantities that the sun was not moved an inch nearer the 

" We've made it, boy," obscured. Many thousands of edge of the precipice, 
boomed Pete as he came round farmers had been compelled to Sergeant Cogan mopped at 
to cast off the tow-rope. leave the " Dust Bowl," as it his glistening, face with his 

" Thanks a lot," said Harry was called, and a large pro- handkerchief, 
gruffly. portion headed West. " Come away from there," 

" It wuz a pleasure," replied Crossing the boundary was spluttered the cop. " You're 
Pete. not, therefore, just a simple giving me the jeebies." 

Ed Forman, who owned the matter of driving across it. Harry', to the relief of all the 

gas station, emerged from the On a stretch of ground near onlookers, moved back on to the 
shade of the building. He was a the road were numerous old road. The demonstration had 
breezy sort of fellow, and did car s 5 tents and shanties been necessary. He did not look 
quite a good trade since there occupied by miserable people on it as dangerous, 
was not another garage before WQ0 had not yet succeeded in " Satisfied ?" Harry growled, 
Albuquerque, eighty miles on. gaining admittance to California, and gestured at Al. '" He could 

Pete tossed the tow-rope into „" Thev „ look Okies, do it, too." 

the truck With a smile and a Sergeant) growled Officer Much to Al s relief, the cops 
wave he was on his way to the Loughran, the heavy-weight of accepted the evidence that the 



ranch where he worked 

Harry thought Pete was a 
grand guy, but was thankful to 



the posse. two were golfers. 

Okies " — people from " You can push on, kids," 
Oklahoma — was the slang name Cogan said, "but don't camp 
have"survi'ved\he°tow^ used often for the migrants. out. It isn't safe ! There are too 

almnst ac h^ir-r^icirKr as HnHcrintr "Yeah, they could've stolen many vagrants about who'd 

the golf clubs " grunted Cogan. grab the chance of slugging you 

" For the love of Pete don't and taking the car." 
hold us up," Al pleaded. " We're In this way Harry and Al 
short of time now." made a auick entry into 

" D'you hear that, Sergeant, California. They were consider- 
they're short of time," mocked ably behind their schedule and 



almost as hair-raising as dodging 
rattlesnakes. 

" Yeah, I kin fix you up with 
a fan-belt," declared Forman. 
" Where are you boys headin' 
for ?" 

" Delmar," Al stated. 



Forman dug a toe into one of Loughran. 



could only look forward to a 



the front tyres. 



Harry pushed the car door single day's practice. 



"You'll" be luckv to git to °P ei ? a ? d stepped out. He 
Albuquerque on this set f reached for his driver and drew 
covers," he remarked. it out of the bag. 

" There's not much tread left . 1 gues s we sh , a11 h ?/ e , ,_ t0 
on them, is there?" muttered show you that we play golf, he 

stated. 

" You could only blame . . ° n " before Harry had helped 
yourselves if you had a blow-out himself out of a nasty corner by 
an' overturned forty miles from £ imng a golf .ball or two. Now 
nowhere," observed Forman. ne saw an even more dramatic 



TYRE TROUBLE. 

COR the rest of the day 
the journey went well 
for Al and Harry. 

The gradients were mostly in 
their favour, now that they were 
descending from the mountains. 
Towards dusk, when they 

Sounds as if you sell tyres," way of P rovm g that he really were travelling down a valley in 
Harry grinned ' was a golfer. which there were fruit planta- 

Not far past the barrier, where tions, they approached a rail- 
the road curved round a cliff, road crossing, 
there was a sheer drop of Harry, who was driving, saw 
hundreds of feet into the valley that a train was coming and did 



you 



not try to beat it over the 
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Brother, how did 
guess ?" retorted Forman. 

Harry and Al held a 
conference while Forman was r 
finding a fan-belt. The tyres frc ™ the outer edge 

would soon be in need of T Ha [ rv stared questiomngly at crossing, 
replacement and, when Forman Loughran who was following With its bell clanging, a vast 
offered to sell them a set of hlm ^P 101 ?^,?; , , locomotive pounded over the 

nearly new tyres for twenty-five I lay golf ? he asked crossing hauling a "string of 

dollars, they decided to accept ,. sure, sure, nodded the varnish," as the luxurious 
the offer blg C0 R- 1 used t0 be 1 ulte a express trams were termed. 

Before dark they reached g0 £ er " . . ... There were Pullman cars among 

Albuquerque, where they put Har I v s t u , c ? a ? eg tee m !° the the vehicles, and at the end a 
U p f or the night ground withm eighteen inches coach with an observation plat- 

of the precipice's edge and form. 
CLIFF-TOP GOLFER. placed a ball on top. He offered Sitting on the observation 

... ~Z ~, , . , the club to Loughran. platform with his feet up was a 

UARRY and Al were high " Go first, then," Harry man in a light linen suit. He 
among the mountains challenged. " See how far you looked verv comfortable. Thei . 

when thev at last reached ca ? hlt u across ^ he val i ey , ! '! , was a cigar in ^ H P S ' ^ there 
wnen rney or iasr reacnea Loughran, who had halted were ice cubes in the glass at his 

California. we ll short of the edge, did not elbow. 

At the side of the road was a accept the challenge. He stood " Well I'm blowed ! See who 

huge sign reading — " Welcome there and puffed out his cheeks, it is ?" gasped Harry, recognis- 

to California," but just beyond "You aiming to commit ing Pete Wayne, the well known 

was a barrier and a posse of suicide ?" the cop spluttered. American golfer. 

burly State policemen. "A real golfer doesn't fall (Continued on page 19.) 
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A Colt revolver keeps a gang of bloodthirsty miners at bay — but Dick Hardy doesn't know 

it can't fire! 
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abandoned, and, working with a 
patience that few white men 
possessed, sometimes made 
more than the original owners. 
For this reason, the lazier and 
more ignorant diggers disliked 
them. 

Few diggers worked alone, 
for the job would have been 
killing. Dick Hardy was in 
partnership with Paddy Burke, 
Sid Samson and a man named 
Gore. They were all hard 
workers, but they had had no 
real luck as yet, although they 
were getting just enough gold 
to keep them going. 

Dick's task was wheeling 
barrowloads of gravel down to 
the edge of the creek. By the 
time the evening meal had been 
cooked and eaten, he was glad 
to throw himself down on his 
bed of dry grass and ferns and 
sleep until dawn. 

A TOUGH TASK. 



THE TROUBLE-MAKER. 

" I F the Government of 
this country won't 
protect us," shouted 
Sacramento Steve, " we'll 
protect ourselves! 

" We need the right kind of 
law here in Australia — the same 
■ c had over in California — 
lynch law!" 

There was a yell of approval 
a section of the crowd 
a- armed around the tree 
^.urr.r on which the big 
American gold-digger stood. 
Bui ;'nere were others who 
diva greed. 

•"The Government's doing 
-:■:.'' bellowed Paddy 
Burke. " Give 'em time." 

Government don't care 
■a hi: -pens to us," retorted 
the Californian. 

! r.c roads ain't safe, our 
camps' ain't safe, our claims is 
liable to be jumped by the first 
- varmint that comes 

along with a hammer and a set 
: r..- ! now the Chinese 
hi- . -r:.-i to come in." 

" Out with them !" chorused 
a section on the outskirts of the 

■ Tnat's what I say," bawled 
• • ' ' . n. " We'll have to 
form our own police. We'll 
get our own judges and juries, 
iocs and pity help the man 
dial c?aes up before them. 

" I move that we, the diggers 



of Mount Alexander, form a 
vigilance committee to protect 
our interests and rid ourselves 
of the Chinese." 

A cheer went up. Sid Samson 
started to protest, but Paddy 
Burke caught , him by the arm. 

" Don't be a fool !" he said. 
" Let them have their fun. It's 
roaring and shouting they are 
now, but if a bullet whistled 
over their silly heads they'd all 
be making for the scrub like 
mountain goats. 

" Take my advice and keep 
out of trouble. No decent 
man will have anything to do 
with this gang. Besides, there'll 
be police or soldiers here soon, 
and that'll be the end of 
Sacramento Steve and his 
vigilance committee." 

" You're dead right, Paddy," 
said Samson. " The sooner the 
better. Governor Latrobe had 
better hurry up, though, or he'll 
have trouble on his hands." 
. Young Dick Hardy, standing 
beside Paddy, listened with 
interest and a good deal of un- 
easiness. Public meetings were 
always lively on the gold 
diggings, but this had been 
worse than usual. There had 
been fighting on the outskirts 
of the crowd and a good deal of 
bitterness everywhere. 

Like many others there, Dick 
did not like the big, blustering, 
goatee-bearded American. He 
feared the worst if Steve took 
charge of the camp. 



The year was 185 1, early in 
the days of the great 
Australian gold rushes. When 
Dick Hardy left England, he 
had no idea that he would soon 
be joining in the hunt for gold. 
He had gone to Australia in 
search of his elder brother Bob 
who had arrived there five years 
before. 

But, like nearly every other 
adventurous young man, Dick 
soon caught the gold fever. He 
was now at Mount Alexander, 
in the ranges about 100 miles 
north of Melbourne, among the 
most extraordinary collection 
of men ever gathered together. 

Some of them had been clerks 
or shop assistants a few months 
before, while others had been 
doctors or lawyers, but there 
was no telling a labourer from 
an aristocrat here. All looked 
alike — grimy, toilworn, sun- 
burnt, dressed in red shirts and 
clay-stained moleskin trousers, 
with heavy boots and wide- 
brimmed hats. 

Their tents stretched up the 
gully for miles, while their 
claims were along the banks 
of the creek. 

The work, though simple 
enough, was very heavy. The 
sand and gravel had to be dug 
out and washed with water from 
the creek, either in a tin dish 
or in a contrivance called a 
"cradle." 

This cradle was rocked to and 
fro until the gravel and water 
were well mixed together and 
the particles of gold, being 
heavier, sank to the bottom to 
lie revealed when the last of 
the water was poured off. That 
is, if the digger were lucky ! 

It was, of course, only a 
rough-and-ready method of 
getting the gold. Sometimes 
almost as much was left as was 
taken out. 

It was then that the Chinese 
came into their own. They took 
over claims that others had 



"THE authorities had their 
troubles, too. Mr 
Latrobe, the Governor of 
Victoria, was unable to 
cope with the situation. 

Ships from all over the world 
were arriving in Melbourne, 
unloading thousands of gold- 
seekers. To add to the poor 
Governor's troubles, escaped 
convicts and other lawless 
characters were pouring into 
the Colony. 

Melbourne was not nearly 
big enough to hold all these 
people, so a vast canvas town 
had sprung up, which contained 
a population as villainous as 
any to be found in the world. 
To make things worse, most of 
the police had discarded their 
uniforms and gone to the 
diggings. 

Latrobe had soldiers brought 
to the Colony, but most of them 
were infantrymen and useless 
in the wilds. The Governor 
then decided to organise 
another force of police — men 
who had never been policemen 
before, but were educated, 
courageous and could both 
shoot and ride. 

He offered good pay and good 
horses. Soon volunteers were 
coming forward, most of them 
former cavalrymen from famous 
British regiments. Thus was 
born the Victorian Mounted 
Police, a body which did good 
service for many years. 

Among the men sworn in was 
Harry Walters, who had been a 
sergeant-major of dragoons. He 
had come to Australia to seek 
gold, like the rest, but he did 
not feel happy out of uniform 
and without a horse under him. 

One look at his massive frame 
and determined countenance 
convinced the officials that they 
had a good man here. Before 
long Walters found himself in a 
dark blue uniform with silver 
facings, riding a magnificent 
charger, leading a packhorse 
carrying his gear, and heading 
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There are believed to he 100,000 million birds on the Earth. 



for Mount Alexander. 

" It's rough, Walters," the 
superintendent warned him. 
" You'll be out on your own for 
a while, so you'll just have to 
do the best you can." 

It was at a place called 
Woodend, about forty miles 
north of Melbourne, that he 
had his first taste of what lay 
ahead. His horses were tired 
and he decided to halt for the 
night at a roadside inn. 

The place was full of people 
and numbers were camped in 
the bush round about. The 
landlord of the inn, a villainous- 
looking character, offered him a 
bed in a shed outside. 

" I always look after the 
gentlemen of the police, 
Inspector," he declared. 

" I'm glad to hear it," 
snapped Walters. " But I'm 
not an inspector, as you know 
very well. I'm more concerned 
about my horses than I am 
about myself. What can you 
do about them ?" 

" They'll be well looked 
after, sir, don't worry," said the 
innkeeper. " I'll turn a couple 
of my own nags out, so that you 
can lock yours up." 

There was a cold wind 
blowing, and rain had begun 
to fall, so that Walters was glad 
to have his horses in shelter 
after their long journey. Having 
rubbed them down and seen 
that they were properly fed, 
he had a meal himself and 
turned in. 

About midnight, he was 
aroused by a tug at the arm. 
Instantly he felt for his revolver, 
but a voice from the darkness 
whispered — 

" It's all right, Trooper. No 
harm meant. You'd better see 
to your horses, or you won't 
have any in the morning." 

Nothing could have awakened 
Walters more quickly. Throw- 
ing on his greatcoat, he tugged 
on his boots and bolted from 
the shed. Revolver in hand, 
he ran towards the row of 
stables. There; sure enough, 
was a man holding a lantern, 
while two others brought his 
horses out of their stalls. 

" Stand !" he shouted and, 
when they started to run, fired 
a shot over their heads. 

The man with the lantern 
dropped it, gave a howl of 
terror and fled for his life. 

Walters would have fired 
again, but for the danger of 
hitting one of the horses, which, 
terrified by the flash and the 
report, were plunging wildly. 
By the time he reached the spot, 
the would-be horse thieves had 
vanished. , 

No one came from the inn to 
find but what was going on. 
Midnight gunshots were too 
common to worry about. 

Walters re-lit the lantern and 
examined the bolt, which had 
been wrenched off. While he 
was looking at it, the man who 
had warned him came up. 
Walters saw that he was young, 
with a pleasant but determined 
face. 

" I'm very much obliged 
to you," he said. 

" That's all right," replied 
the other. " I've had horses 
stolen myself when I was a 



new chum, and I know what it 
means. One of Latrobe's new 
mounted police, aren't you ?" 

" Just sworn in," nodded 
Walters. " Only for you, I'd 
have started my duties by 
losing my horses." 

" The landlord was behind 
that, I think/ He's a scoundrel 
if ever I saw one. You've got to 
keep your eyes open in this 
country now, Trooper." 

" I can see that," the trooper 
nodded ruefully. " My name's 
Walters." 

" I'm Robert Hardy," was 
the reply, " but I always answer 
to Bob. Where are you bound ?" 

" Mount Alexander." 



Hardy, who had just climbed 
out the gully with Samson and 
Gore. 

" This right," retorted the 
big Californian. 

He struck Dick across the 
face and sent him reeling. 
Recovering from the force and 
unexpectedness of the blow, 
Dick flew at the Yankee digger 
like a tornado, but Burke and 
Samson caught _him and held 
him back. 

"Don't be a fool!" said 
Burke. " He'll kill you." 

" Sure will," said Sacramento 
Steve, calmly dragging a bowie 
knife from its sheath. " But 
see that you take some of your 
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uppercut that shook Steve to 
the soles of his feet. The 
American let fly a wild swing 
at the trooper, who feinted at 
his head. 

As the big Yank whipped 
back to dodge it, Walters 
slammed one home to the solar 
plexus. Steve, an amazed look 
on his face, tottered back, then 
hit the road, gasping for breath. 

" You're not vigilant enough 
for that committee," said 
Walters, picking up the knife 
and tossing it within Steve's 
reach. " There'll be: a police 
station open here tomorrow, 
and if anyone has any com- 
plaints, I'll interview them 
there. 

" Thank you," he added, 
collecting his tunic and cap from 
Dick Hardy. " Good night." 

He rode off to the main part 
of the camp. The others 
dispersed. 

TROUBLE BREWING. 



"I'm trying my luck at 
Forest Creek," said Bob Hardy. 
" I came to Australia five years 
ago, but I've been cattle- 
droving on the Bogong High 
Plains most of the time." 

AT DAGGERS DRAWN. 

IJEXT day, Walters rode 
on, very thankful that 
he had encountered Bob 
Hardy. 

Fortunately he reached 
Mount Alexander without 
further trouble. It was just 
on sunset, and firearms were 
ringing out all along the valley. 

The trooper reined in 
abruptly, wondering what was 
happening. Then he recalled 
having been told that it was 
the custom of the diggers to 
discharge their guns and pistols 
at nightfall, then re-load. 

Further along, he rounded a 
bend in the track and saw a 
strange sight. A dozen or so 
Chinese, all dressed alike in 
blue tunics and sloppy trousers, 
were standing in a group talking 
in high-pitched voices like 
parrots. 

Barring the way was 
Sacramento Steve, his open 
blue shirt revealing a great 
expanse of hairy chest. Backed 
by half a dozen of his mates, he 
was ordering the Chinese to turn 
back. 

" On your way," he shouted. 
" Beat it, or we'll heave the lot 
of you in the creek. No Chows 
— that's the rule on these 
diggings." 

" Let them alone, Steve, 
cried Paddy Burke. His claim 
was nearby, and he and his 
mates had come up to the track 
to find out what the argument 
was about. " They're peaceable 
men. What harm can they do ?" 

" You keep your mouth 
closed, Irish," warned Steve, 
"or you'll be run out with 
them. I say who's to come here, 
not you." 

" What right have you got ?" 

The question came from Dick 



own advice, Burke. You're 
none too popular with me, 
and if you're wise you'll mind 
your own business." 

There was a murmur of anger 
from Paddy Burke's friends. 
The Chinese looked helplessly 
on while knives flashed and 
pistols were drawn. It needed 
only another word to start a 
murderous battle. At this 
critical point Walters rode up, 
reined in and surveyed the 
situation. 

" Good day, men," he said 
at length. " What's all the 
trouble ?" 

" No durned trouble at all," 
said the Californian shortly. 
" I'm the head of the Mount 
Alexander Vigilance Committee 
and I'm ordering these China- 
men off the field." 

" Listen," said Walters. 
" Your vigilance committee is 
disbanded. As for the Chinese, 
there's no law against them 
going anywhere they like and 
staying as long as they please. 

" You've no more right to 
order them away than I have. 
Now get off to your camps, all 
of you and let the Chinese be." 

" Look here, Trooper," 
growled the burly Californian. 
" That's a pretty uniform you've 
got on, but it won't run things 
in Mount Alexander. You can't 
bluff me." He turned to the 
Chinese. " Still here, are you? 
Beat it, I said." 

Swinging himself down from 
the saddle, Walters took off 
his cap, tunic, and belt, and 
tossed them to Dick Hardy. 

" Hold those for a minute, 
young fellow. Now, Mister 
Vigilance Committee, forget my 
uniform. Are you getting off 
this track or aren't you." 

Neatly, he knocked the knife 
out of Steve's hand and put his 
foot on it. 

Paddy Burke laughed. That 
was enough for Sacramento 
Steve, who came in with a 
bull-like roar and a blind rush. 

Walters, sidestepping neatly, 
came in under his whirlwind 
attack and hammered home an 



M EXT day a small new 
tent made its appear- 
ance in the centre of the 
camp. Outside was a 
roughly - lettered board 
which read — 

V.R. 

Colony of Victoria 
Mount Alexander Police Station 
Officer in Charge — 

Harry Walters. 

Behind the tent, Walters 
erected a yard for his horses, 
and a bark shed by way of a 
stable. At one side of the tent 
was a heavy log, fitted with 
staples. The use of this 
remained unknown for a few 
days until a couple of Italian 
diggers had a dispute which 
they tried to settle with 
stilettoes. 

Trooper Walters, summoned 
in haste to prevent bloodshed, 
knocked their heads together 
and took the daggers from them. 
When they recovered, * they 
found themselves chained to the 
log, much to the delight of the 
camp. 

All the same, the task of 
keeping the Mount Alexander 
field in order was beyond the 
power of one man, even though, 
like Harry Walters, he was on 
the job from dawn until late at 
night. 

Although the trooper knew 
that it was not his fault and that , 
no man could do more, he began 
to despair. But Sacramento 
Steve, who had given up gold 
digging and was now running a 
saloon and gambling hall, 
grinned sarcastically every time 
he saw Walters. 

" By the way, you might as 
well know that some of us are 
getting up a petition to have 
you shifted out of this. You're 
no use, so why waste 
Government money keeping 
you here ?" 

" You won't get very far 
with that," said the trooper, 

Secretly he was far from 
easy in his mind. It was 
obvious that the Californian 
had not forgotten the beating he 
had taken, and was determined 
to get his own back. 

A few days later, the petition 
was carried around the camp 



• — ^ 



In Germany a four-year-old boy was called up hrjht^rmy. 



19 



so that all those who wished 
might sign. Paddy Burke's party 
refused "indignantly, but at the 
same time they were surprised 
to see the large number of 
names that were already there. 

" Who are all these men ?' 
inquired Dick Hardv. " I know 
a few of them, and a worthless 
lot of curs they are, too. But 
I've never heard of most of 
them." 

" Let me sec," said Paddy 
grabbing the petition and 
running his finger down the 
columns of names. " I don't 
know whether I'm acquainted 
with them or not, seeing I can't 
read. Bur you read them to me, 
Dick, and I'll soon tell you." 

Dick read them out, and 
Paddy Burke shook his head 
at everv one of them. 

" There's a good half I never 
heard of," he said, " and the 
rest I hope I never hear of 
again. It's my belief most of 
these names have been invented. 

"It's nothing but a swindle 
and we're not men at all if we 
don't have a word with 
Sacramento Steve. Come 
along now, and bring your 
artillery. It'll help to frighten 
him, if nothing else." 

Collecting one or two others 
who thought a lot of Walters, 
they marched up through the 
jamp. 

Dick Hardy's " artillery 
. l.-.-.g-harreled 
Colt revolver, formerly the 
property of a man who had been 
killed hv bushrangers. It wa> 
a maemficent weapon at that 
:imc, but Dick had never used 
it. 

Thev mar.ched up through 
l imp. There was no mis- 
: Sacramento Steve's 
oon — it was the brightest lit 



place in Mount Alexander and 
bv long odds the noisiest. 

"The din inside swelled to 
even louder proportions as they 
neared the door, where a group 
of men were trving unpeer in. 

" What's all the noise 
about ?" asked Dick. 

" Sacramento's in trouble," 
was the reply. " The boys have 
found out that he's been 
running a crooked game ever 
since he opened this place, 
and thev're real mad." 

As he spoke a fusillade of, 
pistol shots started inside and 
one window pane after another 
shattered to pieces. Then, 
glasses and bottles crashed and 
two men in dirty white coats — 
bartenders, no doubt, leapt out 
of the front door like stones 
from a catapult and bolted for 
their lives. 

The roar of voices inside 
grew very menacing and 
suddenly Sacramento Steve 
appeared struggling in the grip 
of half a dozen powerful 
diggers. A crowd poured out 
behind shaking their fists and 
hurling abuse at the prisoner. 

" Let's tar and feather him," 
veiled someone. 

" Yeah," the cry went up. 
" Tar and feather him and 
loose him in the bush." 

The fear-stricken Californian 
uttered a scream of terror. To 
be stripped, coated in hot tar, 
rolled in feathers, then thrust 
out into the bush was 
equivalent to a death sentence — 
and a Mow death at that. 

QUICK ACTION. 



[NICK HARDY watched 

the mob with indignc 
tion and horror. Turning 
to Paddy, he said — 



" Get the trooper, quick. 
We've got to stop this some- 
how. It's murder." 

Paddy Burke vanished on the 
run. Dick pulled the heavy Colt 
from his belt and pushed into 
the crowd. 

" Let him go," he shouted. 
" You can't do this. Give the 
man fair play, can't you?" 

" This is his idea of fair 
play." roared someone. " It's 
Californian law — lynch law. It's 
what he likes." 

The force of Dick's rush 
carried him to where Steve 
stood, shaking like a leaf in the 
grip of two powerful men. They 
let him go when thev saw the 
muzzle of the big Colt. He fell 
to the ground, but Dick kicked 
him to his feet again. 

" Against the wall," he cried. 
" Get to the wall, can't you. 

The Yank tottered back to 
the wall of the saloon, and Dick 
stood in front of him, eyeing 
the menacing crowd, the barrel 
of the Colt moving from side to 
side. 

" Keep your distance,' he 
said. " Stand back, you 
cowardlv hounds. I've got six- 
shots here for whoever wants 
them." 

A mob is cowardly as well 
as cruel. One determined man 
can often hold a multitude 
at bav for a time. The muzzle 
of that Colt .45 held them 
mesmerised. 

Suddenly, with a thunder of 
hoofs, aid arrived. Walters, 
mounted on his big police 
charger, a drawn sabre in his 
hand, galloped up. 

" Out of the way, there ! 
he veiled. 

There are few things more 
frightening than a mounted 
trooper waving a sword. The 



crowd melted, bolting like 
rabbits, as the snorting horse 
crashed through them. Dick 
felt Steve slide to the ground. 
Standing in his stirrups, the 
trooper addressed the remamder 
of the mob. • ); 

" This man is my prisoner,' 
he shouted. " His case will be 
investigated. Meantime, >f any- 
one lays a hand on him, it 
will go hard with them." 

Slowly the mob dispersed. 
Trooper Walters turned to Dick. 

" That's a nice gun you've 
got. Would you have used 
it ?" 

" If i had to," said Dick. 

" Just as well you didn't 
have to," said the trooper, 
grinning, as he examined the 
Colt. " Don't you know a 
revolver like this needs a 
percussion cap on every 
nipple ?" 

" I don't know anything 
about them," said Dick, shame- 
facedly. " I never used one." 

" You'd better come down 
10 my tent tomorrow and I'll 
show you how to handle a 
Colt. What's your name ?" 

" Dick Hardv." 

'* Hardy ?" frowned Walters. 

Hardy ? I met someone of 
that name a few weeks back. He 
resembled you a bit, too. Have 
vou anv relatives on the gold- 
fields ?" 

" My brother Bob's in 
Australia somewhere," said 
Dick eagerlv. 

" That'll be the chap," said 
Walters. " I met him at a 
place called Woodend, and he 
told me he was on his way to 
Forest Creek. " 

Dick Hardy lands in deadly danger 
next week. A tribe of blacks think 
he's a killer! 
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'Continued from page 16.) 
- Yeah, and that's a private 
coach." added Al. "It's the way 
he always travels on long- 
distance trips." 

" Must cost him a packet 1 
Harry exclaimed, putting the 



with a false from. There was a 
smell of garlic in its atmosphere. 

The proprietor, a portly 
Mexican, rented them a room 
for four dollars. There was no 
sarage, so thev parked the car 
behind the hotel and brought 
in their clubs and grips. 

Soon after eating supper, 
Harrv and Al went to their room. 
They wanted to be on the move 
at the crack of dawn. 

If there were cockroaches in 
the room Harry did not notice 
them. He slept too soundly. 

An anguished yell woke him. 
up. He blinked and opened his 
eyes. Al was looking out of the 
window. It was iust getting 

light. „ ., 

" We've been robbed," Al 
moaned. 

Harry rolled out of bed and 
went to the window^. With a 
shaking hand Al pointed at the 



tubes had gone. The jalopy 
stood on the wheel rims. 
LAST-MINUTE ENTRY 



carinto gear. car. The tvres, covers and inner- 

The light faded quickly. Since tubes haS gone- The j a i op y 
setting out at the crack of dawn, 
Harrv and Al had covered 300 
miles'. They were dog-tired and 

hU The\.ar iamps were none too THE Delmor Golf Course 

good, so. when the two golfers 1 was magnificently 

reached a little place called ... . 

Fernando, thev decided to stop s,,cu - 

heTe for he nieht The luxurious clubhouse 

Th " Rising Sun " Hotel stood on a headland above the 

was sinking on its foundations, sea, and the first nine holes ran 

It was a clapboard structure roughly parallel with the ocean. 



On the. first morning of the 
P.G.A. Western championship, 
crowds of players and spect ators 
milled around the clubhouse and 
the marquees beside it. 

Eighty players were in the 
draw for the first round. 

It was a match-play competi- 
tion, which meant it was played 
on knock-out principles. 

The matches in the early 
rounds and the semi-finals 
were decided over eighteen 
holes. Only the final went to 
thirtv-six holes. 

Half an hour before his 
match was due to start, a 
Californian golfer named Lee 
Fuller stalked towards the 
tournament manager's office. 

Fuller was a tall, wiry fellow 
with sharp features and a 
bronzed complexion. Though 
he was not the home pro- 
fessional at Delmar, he had 
played over the course on a 
great many occasions. 

" Say,, my opponent hasn't 
arrived," he snapped as he 
reached the open doorway. " He 
wasn't here yesterday for 
practice so I guessed he must 

have scratched " 

" No, here he is, Harry 
Vale 1" exclaimed the tourna- 
ment manager. 

Harry and Al, looking dusty 
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and tired, were in the office. 
They had arrived in the nick of 
time to be included in the 
competition, after driving most 
of the night. 

The day that should have 
been spent in practice had been 
the worst: of the trip. The tyres 
thev had bought: in. Fernando 
had looked reasonably good, but 
the tubes were leaking and they 
had suffered puncture after 
puncture. Harry had lost count: 
of them. 

" I'll be on the first tee m 
time," Harry said to the 
Californian. 

" Okay, bud," replied Fuller 
cheerfully. " I'd sooner play 
than get a bye." 

Fuller went away smiling. It 
looked like being a practice 
round for him against a» 
opponent who had never played 
over the course before. The 
same applied to Bill Titus, the 
Texan drawn against Al. 

The two late-comers went to 
ask the caddy master to fix them 
up with caddies. 

" Cheer up, Al," encouraged 
Harrv. " We haven't come all 
this blooming way to be licked 
in the first round. 

Next week, Harry climbs down a 
dttt, then goes for a swim— to 
make sure of winning a hole! 
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BLACK LIGHTNING 



(CONTINUED FROM FRONT PAGE) 




3 — Gently, Private Phil Brown, the snake's intended victim, was 
raised on to a comrade's shoulders. Brown was still too groggy to 
walk, but Lieutenant Keene could not afford to waste a minute. 
With Mtala,. the Masai tracker, in the lead, the patrol forged on 
through the African jungle. The year was 1879, and Britain was at 
war with the Zulus. Cut off from the rest of the British forces. 
Bill Keene and his eleven men planned to end the war — by 
capturing Cetewayo, King of the Zulus! 



I — With their once-scarlet uniforms dyed khaki. Keene's men 
were following a captured Zulu map, which would lead them to 
King Cetewavo. Next day, the patrol left the fringe of the jungle, 
and struck out into head-high elephant grass. "According to the 
map, we should come to a river soon," Bill said to Mtala. "But 
how can we see ahead in this long grass?"' The tall native pointed 
to a strangely-shaped mound of soil that showed through the grass 
nearby. "We use anthill, Bwana," he grinned. 




5 — Leaving the ten soldiers behind, Keene and Mtala made 
their way through the grass towards the anthill. A few days earlier, 
the patrol had beaten off an attack by a Zulu war-party. Since 
then, however, they harj not seen one Zulu warrior. But Keene 
was due for a nasty surprise. Three pairs of eyes watched Bill and 
Mtala, and three hands gripped spears tighter. A small Zulu 
scouting party had found its prey! Silently, the three Zulu hunters 
stalked their human quarry, eager for the kill. 



6 — Unaware that they were being watched, Bill Keene and the 
native tracker had reached the anthill. "It looks high enough," 
mused the Lieutenant, gazing up at the tfjwer of reddish'-brown 
soil, "but is it safe to climb?" Mtala nodded.'"We take great care, 
Bwana," warned the Masai. "If we break through, them ants go 
eat us!" Very cautiously, gripping with his knees, the native 
began to swarm up the anthill. Taking a deep breath, Bill Keene 
followed the tracker. It was not a pleasant climb! 




7 — At last, both men reached the summit of the strange look- 
out. On top of the anthill, Bill and Mtala were exposed to the full 
glare of the sun. Shading his eyes, Lieutenant Keene studied, the 
dry landscape, shimmering with a heat-haze. "I can't see any sign 
of a river," frowned the young officer. "Perhaps we've made a 
mistake, or — " "Quiet, Bwana," Mtala suddenly whispered 
urgently. The Masai had tensed in a listening attitude, then he 
turned towards Bill. "Somebody come!" he muttered 



8 — Mtala's warning came just in time. At that instant, both 
men saw a flicker of light from the grass below— then a Zulu spear 
hurtled towards them as they flattened themselves against the 
anthill. With a hiss, the spear missed by inches. Looking down 
Bill Keene saw the three Zulus clearlv now. Jabbering excitedly, 
the tall black men were obviously deciding how to deal with their 
victims. Frantically, the British officer tried to think of an escape 
plan — but it seemed hopeless. Bill and Mtala were trapped! 



Bill Keene and Mtala send an army against the Zulus next Tuesday— an army of ants! 



